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One 


Author's Notes: 
My characters are completely fiction, loosely based on the appearances and personalities of the actual persons 


named. | make absolutely no claims regarding these people. 


Chapter One 


Bruce stifled a sigh as he parked his old pickup in its usual spot behind the hangar. This was definitely not 
where he thought he would be when he came to America just over a year before. He had been carefree and, 
okay, maybe a little foolish then but how could he have known how much everything would change? It had been 
just a whim to learn to fly a de Havilland Beaver. There had been no practical reason behind it, it was just 
something that had interested him since he first became fascinated with aviation history when he was still a 
boy at boarding school. The first place he found offering a course on how to fly a Beaver was in Thunder Bay 
Ontario, an ocean away from his home in England, but at the time he barely gave it a second thought. It would 


be fun, he told himself, a new experience, and he would learn to fly the legendary plane. 


It had been fun, or at least for Bruce it was. He absorbed the training like a sponge and developed a deep 
respect for both the plane and the bush pilots that had made that plane a part of Canadian and Alaskan 
history. The lessons consisted of both classroom training and of flying across the vast expanses of Canadian 
wilderness, an endless landscape of lakes and marshes that he couldn't have imagined existed. The actual 
training course was short but because he'd been trained in Britain under British regulations Bruce had to 
complete the Canadian requirements first. As a result, he anticipated his stay in Canada to last for two to 
three months. 


Three weeks before he would have been able to return home he got the phone call. Judith was divorcing him. 
Subsequent and increasingly frantic phone calls made it clear that even if he had the means to return to 
England, which he no longer did, he no longer had a home or any money. Judith had wiped him out completely. 
How, he didn't know, but she was an heiress, she could afford the finest legal counsel and obviously she found 
a way. He was effectively broke and stranded in a Thunder Bay, a city on the edge of tens of thousands of 


square miles of wilderness. 


He knew it was his own fault. He'd married Judith on a whim just after landing his first job as a commercial 
pilot for a small charter airline in Bristol. Her beauty and glamour had blinded him to her less-than-attractive 
traits. She was spoiled, selfish, manipulative, and treated him as a plaything. And he let her; in fact, he took full 
advantage of it, allowing her to make all the decisions while he wallowed in pursuing his impulsive whims, overly 
confident that she would continue to take care of them both financially with her father's money. He had even 
quit his pilot job in order to chase after his dream of learning to fly obscure types of aircraft, traveling 
around the world to learn about flying everything from a dclO to a Vought FAU Corsair. He wasn't able to 
actually fly some of them, no training courses were offered, and that was part of the reason he jumped at 


the opportunity to train in a Beaver. 


And Judith had encouraged him, gladly putting up the money for him to chase these dreams. At the time he 
foolishly believed it was because she loved him. Now he realized it was simply because she didn't care one way 
or another what he did as long as he didn't interfere with her own posh lifestyle. He knew that her decision to 
divorce him was made just as casually as her decision to marry him had been and she hadn't given a thought 
to where it left him. So with nothing to return to in Britain, he accepted the suggestion that he stay in North 
America and put his newly obtained training to use. His instructors found the cocky, long-haired Englishman to 
be an excellent student and they found him a position flying for a Canadian company out of St. Paul Minnesota. 
It required him to go through a bit more training to meet American regulations but at this point he was 


beyond caring, he knew he had to do whatever it took to earn a living. 


So he found himself here, working at a small float plane base on White Bear Lake, flying Beavers, Otters and 
other more traditional small planes, shuffling everyone from fishermen to businessmen around the northern 
Midwest. If he were to admit it to himself, he was growing to like it. His boss was an outgoing middle-aged man 
named Brian, part owner of White Bear Air, and while the two of them weren't close friends they had a mutual 
respect for one another and sometimes hit the local watering holes or strip joints together when business was 
slow. In the back of his mind, Bruce knew that if he didn't have this job he would no doubt be a homeless 
drunk. He had no family back in England, the grandfather who had raised him and funded his education had 


passed on a few years before, so even though he could afford to return to England after working for Brian 


for the past six months, he had no real reason to do so. 
Brian called out to him as soon as he entered the hangar. “Bruce! Glad you're here, have | got a job for youl” 


Bruce smiled and shook his head a little. This was the end of summer tourist season and he had been having 
an average of three or four flights a day for the past several weeks, usually vacationers heading to the 
Northwoods. Brian probably had another group of sweaty overweight businessmen going on a fishing holiday to 
Bemidji. 


"What is it this time?" he asked, gathering his log books and pre-flight checklists from the shelf where he 
stashed them. "Screaming boy scouts or executive fly fishermen?" He had had his share of both over the past 


several weeks. 


"Neither," Brian swirled the desk chair around to face him. "This is kind of an odd one. Danny had a charter to 


Toronto this morning but his oil pump went out. He asked if we could take it for him." 


Danny was an independent pilot who leased a spot at their short commercial runway, flying a land-based 
Cessna on city-to-city business charters. 

"Okay, but why me? You usually give those kinds of jobs to Bill” 

Bill was the other pilot at White Bear, a semi-retired man who preferred commuter flights such as this 
sounded to be. 


"| could have offered it to him but | thought of you first. The passenger is another Englishman, | thought you 
might like to talk with one of your own kind!" Brian grinned. He was constantly joking with Bruce about being 
English, putting on a fake accent and teasing him about having to be back for tea time. 


Bruce shrugged. The nationality of his passenger didn’t particularly interest him, in fact reminders of home 
only served to remind of him of what he had lost and how stupid he had been to have put himself in the 
position he had. 


“All right, then, give me the details." He poured a cup of coffee from the machine on the counter and took a 


seat across the desk. 


Brian picked up some papers, reading aloud. "It's just one passenger. The flight is pre-paid by some 
entertainment company and the instructions are to get him to Billy Bishop by six o'clock tonight" 


Bruce nodded, sipping his coffee. He was familiar with Billy Bishop, Toronto's regional airport. Being on the water, 


it was the one float plane pilots used. "You're going to want me to take the Caravan, then?" The Cessna 208 


Caravan was the only other plane they had aside from a Beaver and a larger Otter. 


"Not this time, it's down for annual inspection. You'll have to take the Beaver." 


Bruce grimaced. He had enjoyed learning to fly the de Havilland aircraft but they were antiquated and more 


difficult to maneuver. Still, a charter is a charter and he had no real objection 
"Right, then, I'll get the pre-flight started." Bruce stood to go. 
"Yeah, you'd better get moving, the passenger is supposed to be here in time to take off at ten" 


Bruce glanced at the clock over the doorway. It was already after nine. He gulped down the rest of his coffee 
and went out on the dock to start the pre-flight routine, tying his long brown hair back into a ponytail on the 


way. 


Janick got out of the taxi and looked around as the driver unloaded his duffel and his guitar from the back His 
head throbbed dully from the beer he'd imbibed last night after the competition and he was looking forward to 
getting on a plane and sleeping all the way to Toronto. Paying the driver, he hoisted his gig bag onto his 
shoulder and grabbed the handle of the rolling duffel, heading toward the Quonset hut with the sign ‘White 
Bear Lake Air Charters’. 


The building was straight-through with large rolling doors open at either end and a variety of tools on benches 
along the edges, but off to the side was a glass door marked ‘Office’ so he went over and tentatively opened it, 
peeking inside. 


A tousle-haired man in his forties looked up from a computer and smiled "You must be Janick Gers!" 


Janick nodded, coming all the way inside and taking the chair the man indicated. "I'm Brian Hawley," he introduced 


himself, "and since Danny's plane is down I've arranged for one of my pilots to fly you to Toronto today." 
Jan nodded, looking out the large window to a long dock where three planes on floats were tied A man was 
kneeling beneath the wing of one writing something on a clipboard. Brian asked him for some personal 
information for his records then stood, motioning for Janick to follow. He grabbed his gear and followed Brian 


through a side door out into the bright sunshine with Brian talking amiably all the way. 


"You'll like your pilot today, he's another Brit," Brian was saying, "and | have to say it's unusual to see 
Englishmen around here. We get a few Asians but not many Europeans. What brings you to Minnesota?" 


They stopped several feet from the plane because the pilot was testing the props and Janick replied. 
"lm competing in the Ultimate Guitar Competition" 


Brian looked blank, "What on earth is that?" 


Jan had to laugh a little, "It's a kind of talent contest, | guess you would say, held in several cities here in 
America. We play and they eliminate the competitors until there are only three left, who then go to London for 


the final competition" 
"That sounds interesting! So you're a professional guitarist?" 


Janick nodded, not really wanting to go into the long story of how he got involved in the contest. "All the 


contestants are. We're down to seven finalists now." 
Just then the pilot exited the cockpit and jumped from the pontoon to the dock, looking at Brian. 


"Is good to go. Is this the bloke?" he looked at Janick at last and Jan was faced with a muscular young man 
approximately his own age with a roguish crooked-toothed grin, long brown hair tied back in a ponytail, and 


sharp, inquisitive brown eyes. 


"Bruce, this is Janick Gers. Janick, Bruce will be flying you today. He's one of the best pilots | know, you can 
trust him with your life." 


"Good," Janick remarked softly, "because that's exactly what | am doing!" 


Somewhat to his surprise, the pilot grinned at that, "| haven't killed anyone yet!" he laughed, showing a bit of 


questionable humor. "Is this all your gear?" 
Janick nodded and Bruce took the heavy duffel, swinging it into the cargo area behind the seat with ease. 
"And that?" he gestured at the guitar case slung over Janick's shoulder. 


"IIl hang onto this," Janick said, softening the words with a smile. In truth, he was reluctant to let anyone else 


handle his prized Fender Stratocaster. 


"IIl have to hold it while you climb in," Bruce said, and Janick rather reluctantly passed it to him. "So, if you're 


ready we'll be off. Climb on into the back, I'll be with you in a sec." 


Jan looked at the gently swaying plane then stepped onto the pontoon, climbing the two steps to duck inside. 
Brian and Bruce conferred for a minute, Brian passing some papers to the pilot, then Bruce stepped onto the 
pontoon and handed the guitar up to Jan. Just as Jan was about to grasp it, however, Bruce made like he was 


going to drop it in the lake, laughingly saying ‘whoops: 


Janick's heart jumped into his throat before he realized the other man was just fooling with him. This pilot, 
with his Midlands accent and snapping eyes, was a bit of a cad, Janick thought. He couldn't help but wonder 
why on earth this man was flying an ancient airplane for some tiny Minnesota charter company. And this 


airplane was old, Janick observed with more than a trace of nervousness. He was vaguely aware that planes 


like this hadn't been manufactured in over fifty years. He carefully stowed the guitar case behind his seat 
wedged snugly between the seat back and the duffel, and sat back, looking around while waiting for his pilot. 


It wasn't a long wait. Bruce flipped down a pair of aviator sunglasses, tucked the papers Brian had given him in 
the hip pocket of his rather tight faded jeans, and hopped aboard the plane, flashing that crooked-tooth grin 
briefly back at Jan. 


"Right, then, the safety bullshit. Fasten your seatbelt first. There is an inflatable life vest in the seat pocket in 
front of you, just put it over your head and pull the red cord in case the plane goes down in water. Behind you 
is the door latch, if we go down in water be sure to open the door before the plane is submerged. There are 
two emergency kits in tail of the cargo area, a barf bag in the seat pocket, and first aid kits under each seat. 
Are you ready, then?" 


Janick was reeling a bit from all the talk of the plane going down and he had to remark "You make it sound like 
it's inevitable the plane is going down, whether in water or on dry land." 


That cocky grin flashed again, "Not too much dry land between here and where we'll be going, mate. We have 
to skirt north of Lake Superior to avoid a system hovering over the Upper Peninsula, but it's mostly small 
lakes and muskeg up there." 


"Muskeg?" Jan asked. He was feeling a little lost. 


Its what the Canucks call marshland. You look like a frightened rabbit, mate. | told you | haven't killed anyone 
yet!" He laughed and before Jan could reply he reached up, twirled something on the ceiling, pumped a stick of 


some sort, and ignited the engine. Jan immediately recoiled; the sound was deafening. 


"Oh, right, | forgot!" Bruce shouted, handing a pair of noise-canceling headphones to Janick. "It can get a bit 
loud." 


Jan put the headphones on, though they only muffled the powerful deep chugging of the engine. He could see 
Bruce was chuckling even though he couldn't hear him, and during the interminable long taxi out to the center 
of the lake he tried to convince himself to have some sort of confidence in the smart-mouthed pilot. He looked 
competent enough as he spoke into the mic on his headset and he certainly knew his way around the 
primitive-looking instrument panel, but nevertheless Jan found himself gripping his seat tightly as the plane 
finally turned into the wind, revved up, and took off. 


Chapter Two 


Author's Notes: 
My characters are completely fictional, loosely based on the appearances and personalities of the actual 


persons named. | make absolutely no claims regarding these people 


Bruce leveled the plane as the pontoons left the water and spoke quietly into the mic, telling Brian he was in 
the air. There had been a bit of a wind and he'd had to taxi into a position where he could take off, hundreds 
of yards out in the lake. The distinctive thrum of the engine increased them burst into a roar as they became 
airborne and Bruce went through the standard instrument readings and checked the GPS attached to the panel 
to his right. Only then did he glance back over his shoulder to his passenger. Then he couldn't help but smile. 


Janick had a pale complexion to begin with but now he was ghostly white, his strong jaw tense with 
nervousness. He was looking out and down as the water receded beneath them. When Bruce had teased him 


about looking like a frightened rabbit, he hadn't been exaggerating. 


Bruce hadn't given much thought to his passenger but now that they were in the air he found himself 
wondering about him. He certainly wasn't the sort of passenger White Bear usually had. He was obviously a 
musician, if the guitar was anything to go by, and his soft voice had a northeast England accent, thought he 
didn't quite sound like a Geordie. More remarkable than that, however, was his appearance. His honey gold hair 
fell in unruly waves past his shoulder blades and he was long-limbed and lean. Bruce hadn't failed to notice his 
nicely rounded arse as he climbed into the plane. He was a bit surprised he'd noticed that; he hadn't looked at 
another man in that way since boarding school. He felt a passing regret that the noise of the engine was too 
loud for him to talk with his passenger. 


Because of a cold air mass over Lake Superior producing fog Bruce had to divert North, which meant he had 
to stop in Thunder Bay rather than the usual fuel stop at Sawyer in Upper Michigan. It added over an hour to 
the usual five-hour flight but Bruce had to admit he was excited at the prospect of seeing the airfield where 
he'd trained. The flight there was uneventful, he was able to maintain a good altitude and though he could see 
the darkened skies of the fog bank to the south, the skies were clear where they were. Coming in over the 
bay approaching the float plane dock, Bruce glanced back. When he'd looked earlier he saw the man was digging 
a book out of a pocket of his guitar bag and he was half expected to see his passenger either reading or 
dozing, but the man was still alert and was looking nervous again as Bruce landed on Lake Superior with a 
smoothness born of much practice. Cutting the engine back to coast in to the dock it was finally quiet enough 
to make himself heard. 


"You doing all right back there.. err, I've forgotten your name?" 


Janick managed a thin smile, seeming relieved that they were no longer in the air. "It's Janick and yes, l'm fine.” 
"Well, get out and stretch your legs, we have to refuel and it will take at least half an hour." 


Bruce opened his door and stepped out onto the pontoon as the plane floated up to the dock and he tossed the 
rope to a teenage dock hand, then nimbly hopped the gap to the dock and pulled the plane up, securing it to a 
cleat. Reaching across, he opened the door next to Janick and motioned for him to exit. 


"C'mon, mate. If you hurry you can grab a bite, there is a lunch counter in the terminal." 


Janick exited somewhat hesitantly, stepping down the tiny steps. As he was putting his foot on the pontoon, a 
speedboat raced past and the wake caused the plane to rock violently. Janick reached out to clutch something 
to maintain his balance but the only thing nearby was Bruce. He found himself clutching the pilot's shoulder 


and Bruce automatically reached out to steady him. 
"All right there, Janick?" 


Janick looked up, somewhat embarrassed at having reached out blindly like that, and he found he was standing 
quite close to Bruce on the narrow surface of the float. The moment his eyes met Bruce's the pilot's impudent 


grin faded and they both seemed to freeze in place for a millisecond. 


"Umm, yeah, I'm fine." Jan muttered, tearing his eyes away from the brown depths he briefly felt he was 
drowning in and hopping gracefully to the dock. Nonplussed, he felt anxious to get away from the pilot and 
without looking back he strode down the dock toward the building that was obviously the terminal. 


Bruce still stood with one foot on the dock and one on the pontoon staring after the man, wondering why he 
felt like he was short of breath. The random thought flashed through his mind that Janick had blue eyes, a 
gray-blue that seemed to reflect the water or the sky. Mentally shaking himself, Bruce forced himself to 
begin refueling, overseeing the young dockhand as he filled the tanks and checking to be sure they were 
manifolding properly. They had finished and Bruce had almost finished re-checking his instruments when Janick 
returned and climbed back into the plane. 


"Here, | brought you a soda" Jan said, and looking back Bruce saw that the other man was holding out a can of 
coke. He was surprised; he had carried hundreds of passengers over the past several months and none of 


them had offered him a drink until now. For once his mind was at a loss for a wisecracking comment. 


"Thank you," he said quietly, accepting the beverage. After jotting some things down in a log book, Bruce went 
through the routine of adjusting the various levers and knobs that Janick had observed earlier, then keying up 
the mic on his headset and speaking quietly into it. Janick couldn't hear what was being said but he noted with 
a little concern that Bruce was speaking longer than he had before and was programming something into the 


GPS. Finally he flipped the mic back and turned in his seat to face Janick. 


"| was just told that there's some cloud cover moving in between here and the Soo. This plane isn't equipped 
with any sophisticated navigation equipment, | navigate by VFR and with the GPS so I'm going to have to divert 
north and | may have to fly low to stay beneath the clouds. | hope you won't find it too alarming; some people 
freak out when it looks like they could reach out and touch the trees." 


Janick had no idea what all the flight jargon meant. Up until today he'd never ridden in a small plane, let alone 
one that skimmed the treetops, but he nodded, "I'll be fine, do what you have to do." 


Bruce grinned but to Janick it seemed that this grin didn't wasn't as brash and carefree; it was as though 
Bruce was attempting to mask some uneasiness. Jan told himself he was just being a nervous flier. The flight 
so far had been smooth and uneventful, and in spite of his cheeky attitude Bruce had proven himself a 
competent pilot. The dockhand swung the nose of the plane out from the dock and Bruce started it, idling out 
from the dock into the bay before maneuvering into position to take off. Without being reminded, Janick put 
the headphones on just as Bruce revved up and the powerful thrum of the engine reverberated through the 


aircraft. 


Though the sky was still sunny it was now a hazy kind of sun and Bruce leveled off at an altitude lower than 
before, though not at treetop level as he had threatened. Janick was enthralled by the unfamiliar landscape 
beneath him, it seemed to be an endless expanse of small lakes, the marshes Bruce had called muskeg, and 
clumps of poplar and pine. He hadn't been paying much attention earlier but now that they were lower he was 
astonished at how few indications of human habitation were visible. Once they left the area over the city of 
Thunder Bay and passed over a major highway, the scene became more and more uninhabited and the only 
roads of any kind he could see were narrow dirt trails leading to bare areas where logging operations had been 
taking place. It was a little unsettling and after several minutes Janick turned his attention to the inside of the 
plane. Bruce handled the plane with apparent ease, his gaze drifting from the instrument panel to outside the 
window, and Janick tried to relax. Even with diverting to avoid bad weather he would arrive in Toronto in plenty 
of time to check into a hotel and make it to the hall where the competition was taking place. Eventually he 


closed his eyes, going over the music he intended to play in his mind. 


Jan wasn't sure what roused him out of the light sleep he had fallen into. His head had been resting against 
the window and he sat upright, rubbing his stiff neck and looking around. Where had the sunshine gone? The 
plane was surrounded by a grey mist, the windscreen was wet, and they were flying even lower now, barely a 
hundred feet above the trees. Trying not to become alarmed, he looked at Bruce. The pilot was obviously 
concentrating on the plane's bearings; the visibility was still acceptable but he was focused on the GPS with an 
intensity that made Janick uneasy. It took Jan a minute to realize why. The GPS digital display was flickering, at 
times nearly winking out. Though he wasn't sure what was happening, something in Bruce's manner made him 


clutch the edge of his seat to the point where his knuckles turned white. 


Bruce seemed to be growing frustrated and flicked the GPS screen with his finger, then Jan saw him bring the 
mic close to his mouth, speaking into it though Jan couldn't hear the words. Jan was definitely anxious now and 
as he glanced outside he saw that the mist was turning into rain. His attention was brought back to the cabin 


when he felt Bruce reach back and grasp his arm, motioning for him to remove the headphones. 


"Sit forward, wrap your arms around your knees, and brace your feet!" the pilot shouted. 
Jan was stunned and didn't move, staring at Bruce. Surely he didn't mean... 
"Goddamn it, do it!" Bruce shouted again and quickly turned his attention back to the controls. 


Galvanized into action, Jan did as Bruce instructed, panic growing as he saw the top of a tree pass by above 
the height of the plane. He didn't have time to comprehend what that meant because the plane hit the water 
of the lake beneath them with a solid whump, Bruce peering ahead and working the flaps against what Jan 
suddenly realized was a stiff wind. The engine noise cut back to the slow pulse of idle upon landing and Bruce 
was attempting to maneuver toward the center of the lake. Jan relaxed the death grip he had around his legs 
and was starting to catch his breath when he suddenly heard a loud thud and felt the plane lurch sharply. 
Bruce muttered a vehement curse, quickly adjusting something to now steer toward the shore. Jan could do 
nothing but watch as the plane fought the wind and lost, drifting toward a sharp rock outcropping that seemed 
to suddenly loom up in front of them. 


"Brace yourself!" Bruce growled, trying to get the plane parallel to the rock but the wind was too strong. The 
pontoon hit the rocks with a tearing sound that made Jan's blood turn to ice. 


Quicker than Jan could comprehend, Bruce flew into action, opening his door and hopping out into what was now 
a full-blown storm, grabbing the rope attached to the strut and readying himself for an uncertain jump from 
the tossing plane to the sharply angled rocks. Jan gasped as Bruce leaped, his tennis shoes slipping on the 
smooth rock and falling to one knee but scrambling up again and putting all his strength into pulling the plane 
as close as possible to shore. There was a long driftwood log wedged between the rocks at an angle several 


feet away and Bruce set his shoulders, pulling until the rope reached the log then tying it off. 
As soon as the plane was secured Bruce hopped back onto the pontoon and opened Jan's door. 


"Are you all right?" He was soaking wet and out of breath and it crossed Jan's mind that of the two of them 
it was Bruce who wasn't all right. He could see the man's jeans ripped at the knee and tinged with blood. 


"Yeah," Jan managed, knowing his voice was shaking. To his surprise, Bruce briefly flashed that cocksure grin 


"You have to get out. lim not sure how deep the water is here and both pontoons are damaged and besides, l'm 


not sure if the rope will hold." 
Jan glanced at the rope, understanding that the log, though long, was by no means a secure anchor point. 
Wordlessly he climbed out, immediately getting drenched by the cold rain Bruce had jumped back onto the rock 


now so Jan followed, feeling his own feet slip until Bruce reached out and grabbed his arm to steady him. 


"What the fuck happened?" Jan asked, still trying to wrap his head around what had just taken place. 


Bruce was kneeling as close to the plane as he could get, assessing the damage to the nearest pontoon. The 
other side seemed to be damaged worse, the plane was beginning to list in that direction. 


Bruce stood. "Fucking weather system moved north rather than east like the forecast in Thunder Bay 
predicted. | could have stayed low and flown by coordinates but somehow the electrical system was shorting 


out. | had no choice but to ditch." 


Jan nodded, though he detected a note of uncertainty in Bruce's voice. Bruce made the precarious jump back to 
the plane and emerged a moment later with an armload of items, one obviously a first aid kit and another a 


bright orange device the size of an old transistor radio. 
"What the hell are we going to do now?" Jan asked, not sure he wanted to hear the answer. 


"According to my map there's a fishing outpost on this lake, somewhere northwest of here. We'll have to find 

it and shelter there." Even as he was speaking Bruce was pushing a button on the small orange device. "This is 
an emergency locator; I've just activated it. There's also an electronic beacon on the plane unless the fucked-up 
electrical system has affected it. We're about 60 miles northeast of Thunder Bay and they'll send someone for 


us as soon as they can. Which," Bruce looked up at the thick rain clouds, "may not be all that soon" 

One thing superseded all the other questions crowding Jan's mind, "Is the plane going to sink? My guitar..." 
Bruce gave him a sharp look, then flashed that grin again, "No, it won't be submerged, if that's what you mean, 
My main concern now is that it will drift away and get driven further onto the rocks, but there's nothing 


more | can do about it." 


Jan belatedly noticed that Bruce had grabbed his backpack from the plane as well as a bag that was apparently 
his own. He reached out and Bruce handed him the backpack. 


| hope you have some food in there!" he commented, turning to make his way across the rock to the shore 


before Jan could reply. 


Chapter Three 


Author's Notes: 
This story and the characters are fictional, loosely based on the persons named. | make no claims of any kind 


other than to my own work 


Jan was already soaked and chilled to the bone as he followed the pilot. When they reached the shoreline the 
going was even more difficult, the brush was thickly tangled and Bruce pushed aside branches as he went, 
holding them aside so Jan wouldn't get whacked in the face with them. After twenty or thirty yards they 
reached a more open space beneath tall pines, though there was still a great deal of underbrush and deadfall. 
Bruce halted, looking around. 


"I think we're on the southeast edge of the lake, which means we're on the opposite side as the cabin. Luckily, 
its a small lake!" With that, he set off with a determined air, though Jan was completely lost and didn't know 
how Bruce could tell what the direction was. He had no choice but to trust him, however and, still trying to 
get his heartbeat back to normal after the forced landing, he slung his backpack across his shoulder and 


followed. 


It was very slow going. The shore of the lake was riddled with small inlets they had to circle around and areas 
of wet ground that had them wading up to their knees, not to mention the thick, tangled brush and fallen limbs 
that littered the ground. It took Jan several minutes to realize the pilot was limping slightly and he 
remembered the bloodied knee. Bruce's long hair had escaped from its ponytail and hung in wet strands down 
his back, clinging to his face. He wore a leather aviator jacket whereas Jan wore only a denim jacket, but the 
leather didn't seem to be doing much in the way of keeping him dry; the tee shirt beneath it was drenched and 
clung to his muscular chest. The rain seemed to be diminishing a bit, though there was still a gusty wind and 
at one point Jan jumped convulsively as a branch crashed from a tree not fifty feet away from where they 


walked. 


After perhaps half an hour Bruce stopped and looked around. They had come to a relatively open area and had 


just crossed a small stream, getting their already soaked feet even wetter. 


"I hope you know where we are." Jan commented quietly. His initial anxiety was diminishing now and he knew 


that it was partially due to his growing confidence in the other man. 
"Not really." Bruce's reply was less than reassuring. “All we can do is follow the shoreline and hope the map | 
saw was correct and there really is a cabin here someplace. And," he added after a moment, speaking almost 


as if to himself, "that we're on the lake | think we're on" 


Jan gaped at him, his uneasiness returning tenfold. "You don't know that for certain?!" 


Bruce sighed and raked his wet hair back from his face. "Not one hundred percent certain, no." he admitted 
reluctantly. "I'm assuming the GPS. was correct but it was malfunctioning so there's a possibility the readings 
were off" He didn't add that if the coordinates he'd given on his Mayday call were incorrect it would delay any 
search party. He hoped he was maintaining the fagade as the competent professional pilot but inwardly he was 
fighting off a serious case of apprehension He was completely out of his element here. An Englishman from a 
rather privileged background lost in the Canadian bush! True, he'd had to take the required emergency training 
to obtain his pilot certification but that had been a year ago and, to tell the truth, he hadn't paid much 
attention because at the time he had been anticipating returning to England soon. 


Glancing back at Janick, though, Bruce knew he had to do what he could to keep the other man from panicking. 
Not only was it his responsibility as a pilot, he found he didn't want to unduly frighten the man. He was being 
stoic on the outside but Bruce knew he had to be frightened and worried at finding himself in this situation 
Without thinking about it he said, "I'm sorry you aren't going to make it to Toronto on time." 


Janick had been looking out over the lake but he turned to Bruce and attempted a smile, "It couldn't be helped." 


Bruce nodded but in his mind he was questioning and second guessing the decisions he'd made before the 
landing. Had he been over confidant in trusting that the weather reports were accurate? Had he overlooked 
something when performing the routine maintenance checks? Why had the electrical system shorted out? Why 
had the weather front come upon them so suddenly? He couldn't help but feel the familiar feelings of 
inadequacy he'd been plagued with since his divorce and, if he were honest with himself, even before. During 
sleepless nights in the small apartment he rented just outside St. Paul, Bruce sometimes admitted to himself 
that he married Judith because he had been afraid he couldn't make it on his own, that he wouldn't be able to 
hold a full-time job and do all the things society expected of him. Having a wealthy wife let him off the hook, 
he could be one of the idle rich and never have to face the responsibilities he feared he couldn't live up to. 
And yet here he was, responsible for not only himself but for another person as well, in completely unforeseen 


circumstances. It was the most daunting situation he could have ever imagined facing. 


Janick was still looking at him and Bruce saw something there he couldn't remember seeing in anyone's eyes 
before when looking at him before: trust. Taking a deep breath, he hoisted his bag higher on his shoulder. 


"Come on." 


The clouds were so low and thick Janick had no real idea what time it was and he saw no reason to dig out his 
cell phone and check; it didn't matter, after all, did it? The rain had let up to a fine drizzle now and the wind 
seemed to be diminishing and after what must have been at least two hours Bruce stopped and pointed. Janick 
looked but it took him a moment to see it; a dilapidated dock jutting out into the water on the other side of a 
wide bay. 


"That must be it." Bruce said. 


"You say its a fishing cabin, what sort of place is it?" Jan asked. 


Bruce shrugged, "No idea, mate. It's just marked on the map as a structure. It could even be used by trappers 
or hunters rather than fishermen. Or," he paused, "maybe it's no longer standing. It doesn't take very long for 


nature to reclaim things in these parts." 
"Well, the dock is still there at least." Jan made an attempt at optimism. 


Bruce nodded, slapped Jan briefly on the shoulder, and plunged ahead. It took them nearly another hour to work 
their way around the wide bay, during which time it started to rain again. Much of the way was boggy and 
Janick felt himself shivering from the wet and the wind by the time they reached drier ground. 


"We should be almost there," Bruce muttered, pushing forward through a tangle of serviceberry bushes. 
Setting his teeth, Janick followed, then nearly collided with Bruce several minutes later when the pilot stopped. 
Fifty yards before them beneath scattered pine trees sat a small unpainted structure. Propped on blocks of 
wood on the stony ground, the building was only some twenty feet square and looked old but seemed to be in 
fairly good repair. The roof was of shiny corrugated steel and the window glass was unbroken, which seemed 
to indicate someone had been caring for it, but obviously no one was there now, nor did it appear they had 
been for a while. Scattered pine needles and cones littered the open porch and as they approached a squirrel 


began to scold them from a nearby tree. 
Janick followed Bruce up the steps "It isn't locked" he said in surprise. 


Bruce shook his head "I've been told that most people who own cabins like this leave them unlocked for lost 
hunters or trappers to shelter in. Or," he twisted his lips in an ironic smile, "for lost bush plane pilots and 


passengers. Damned good thing they do, too." 


Grasping the knob Bruce slowly opened the door, then opened it wider. The cabin was one open room with a 
rudimentary kitchen at one end and four bunks built of two by fours on the other end. A long homemade table 
flanked with benches stood against the front wall but at the moment their focus was on the small woodstove 
in the center of the room. Wordlessly the two entered and closed the door. The cabin seemed to be snug and 
dry, though a drip of water seeped in around the stovepipe, but they knew they would have to make a fire in 


order to dry out and warm up. 


"Here," Bruce handed Janick the largeish pack he had been carrying. “there's a fire starting kit in here, among 


other things. Dig that out for me, will you, while | look around outside for some wood dry enough to burn" 


Jan merely nodded and took the pack. He was still shivering and stood dejectedly in the middle of the room for 
a minute after Bruce went back outside. This situation didn't feel real to him, it felt like something that would 
happen in a movie, but after a moment he knelt on the painted plywood floor and opened the pack. It seemed to 
contain both emergency supplies and Bruce's personal items such as a change of clothes, but he located a 


waterproof bag labeled Firestarter just as Bruce re-entered with an armful of pine twigs. 


"We're in luck, some kind soul has left a small stash of firewood beneath the cabin that should be dry enough 


to burn once we get a blaze going." He dropped the twigs in front of the fire and turned to go out to get 
more, and Janick followed. Bruce glanced back and flashed a smile but didn't comment. They gathered dry twigs 
from the deadfall beneath the thick needles of the trees behind the cabin and to Jan's surprise some of them 


were almost dry. After two more trips they had a good sized pile. 


"Can you start a fire while | bring in the firewood?" Bruce looked up at Jan inquiringly from where he knelt by 
the stove. 


Jan shrugged, "It can't be much different from lighting a fireplace." 
Bruce stood, "| suppose not. I'll be right back." 


While he was gone Janick tentatively loaded some of the driest twigs in the small stove and attempted to light 
them with a lighter from the fire-starting kit. That didn't work, but then he saw some small cardboard tubes 
in the kit filled with shredded newspaper so he placed two under the brush and lit them. By the time Bruce 


returned he had a small blaze going. 


"Great!" Bruce grinned at him, and Jan felt pleased with himself. "Ideally this wood should be split but there 


isn't a splitting maul anywhere around so we'll have to hope it's dry enough to catch fire as it is: 
"You certainly seem to know what to do," Jan commented. 


Bruce's face was solemn "To be honest with you, Janick, I'm playing it by ear." His voice was quiet. "I've trained 
in this sort of thing but never expected I'd have to use the training." 


"You're doing great so far," Jan replied seriously. 


They were both kneeling before the stove now absorbing the slight heat that was coming from the tiny fire. 
Bruce turned his head to look at Jan and there was no trace of his characteristic impudent grin. "Thanks" he 


said quietly, "considering | got us in this situation to begin with." 


"Bollocks!" Jan said firmly. "You saved our asses, Bruce. God knows what would have happened if you hadn't 


landed when you did" 


Bruce looked unconvinced and gave a half shrug, poking at the blaze with the straight bit of re-rod he'd found 
that was evidently meant to be used as a poker. Moved by an impulse he didn’t take time to analyze, Janick 


put his hand on Bruce's arm. 
| mean it. Thank you." 
Bruce looked at him again for a moment, then managed a small smile. "Well, we aren't out of this yet. People 


will be able to track us down by the beacons but until this weather breaks they won't be able to come for us. 
If this is the same weather system that was over the Great Lakes, its a big one. It could be a day or two." 


Jan sat back on his heels, holding his palms out to the fire. "Earlier you said you hoped | had some food in my 
pack. | may have a packet of crackers and some fruit, but that's it” 

"There are C-rations in the emergency kit. Dehydrated meals, enough for a week. They taste like shit but 
they'll fill us. We'll be okay.” He sounded like he was trying to convince himself of that as much as Janick. 


| know we will," Jan replied, and he realized he genuinely believed that. 


Chapter Four 
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Once the larger logs caught fire and began to burn the interior of the cabin warmed somewhat, and when they 
were confidant the fire wouldn't go out the two men moved to sit at the table and took stock of what they 
each had in their packs. Putting aside a change of clothes, Bruce took the dehydrated meals out and made 
certain they had matches, a flashlight, a whistle, a collapsible saw, and a folding knife. Jan's pack merely held a 
change of clothes and toiletries as well as some things like spare guitar picks and strings that were useless in 


their current situation. There was a small box of crackers, two apples, and two bottles of water, however. 


“That's the first aid kit, right?" Jan indicated the lunchbox-sized container with a red cross on it. "Shouldn't 


you clean up your leg, then?" 


Bruce looked down at his injured knee as though he had forgotten about it. He tried to gingerly roll up the wet 
denim but it was too tight and made tighter because it was wet. "I'll have to take the jeans off" he said, 


sighing in exasperation. 
"We should change into dry clothes anyway and spread these wet things out by the stove." Jan suggested. 


Bruce knew he was right, he was uncomfortable in the wet denim and he knew he should tend to his knee, but 
something about the idea of changing in the same room as Janick made him uncomfortable. Telling himself he 
was being ridiculous Bruce stood and began to undress, aware that Janick was doing the same. Bruce's spare 
clothes consisted of a pair of thick fleece sweatpants and a tee shirt and he quickly pulled them on, sliding the 
pants leg up to examine his scraped leg. Out of the corner of his eye he saw a glimpse of long, lean white 
limbs as the other man slipped into his dry camouflage fatigue pants and a long-sleeved tee and he felt a flush 


of heat that wasn't from the fire. 
Janick sat back down, straddling the bench in front of Bruce and reached out to push the pant leg further 
back. The scrape was jagged and rather deep, clotted now with dried blood and bruising beneath the thick hair 


of Bruce's leg. 


"We need to clean that up," Jan opened the first aid kit and rummaged around, pulling out a small bottle of 


alcohol, some cotton balls, and some gauze. 
'Its..it's not that bad" Bruce was hesitant to let Jan minister to him. 


"It could get infected; there's dirt in it. It will only take a minute." 


Jan's long fingers felt warm on Bruce's cool leg and he winced when the other man dabbed alcohol on the 
wound. Jan looked up and smiled in empathy, making Bruce feel even more disconcerted. Cleaning the scrape 
took a few minutes because Jan was taking care not to hurt Bruce but soon they could see that, while it 
looked ugly, it wasn't terribly serious. Jan wrapped a few layers of gauze over it and secured it with a stretch 


bandage. 


"Thanks," Bruce muttered. Jan smiled gently again and began to put the medical supplies away. Bruce watched 
him through the fringe of his drying hair, noticing how Jan's own hair was drying and curling into loose waves. 
To distract himself he got up and stoked the stove. His cell phone told him that it was almost six in the 
evening and he also noticed that he only had a 30% charge left, so he turned it off to conserve the battery. It 


was only good as a clock anyway; they were a hundred miles from the nearest cell tower. 


"You should probably turn your phone off, Janick," he told the other man, who complied. Bruce then went to 
explore the kitchen area. There were a few pots and pans on the open shelves beneath the plywood counter 
but when he checked the tiny gas stove he learned that there was no gas. The tiny refrigerator was also gas- 
fueled but they would have no use for that anyway. He breathed a sigh of relief, however, when he found a 
large jerry can for water and went outside to fill it off the dock The rain had once again diminished and it was 
quite dark out already because of the heavy clouds. Meanwhile, Janick was looking through the other shelves 
and gathering what he found on the table. He found a variety of miscellaneous objects such as a deck or cards, 
a can of bug repellant, a box of kitchen matches, and best of all, six partially burned pillar candles. He was 


lighting some and sticking them with their wax to some aluminum pie pans when Bruce returned. 


"Oh, candles!" Bruce exclaimed, "Wonderfull" He took two of the battered saucepans and sloshed water around in 
them, washing them out the best he could under the circumstances, then filled each with water and set them 
on the flat top of the woodstove. "If | remember correctly," he was saying, "if water is boiled for a minute or 
more it should be safe for cooking or drinking. It's easier and faster than the purification pump and it's 
supposed to work just as good." 


"Sounds reasonable," Jan said somewhat absently. They had left the front of the woodstove open and Jan was 
gazing into the flames, his mind miles away. After a few minutes, Bruce turned to say something to him and 
noticed his distracted expression. 

"You all right, mate?" 

"Yeah, yeah. | was just wondering if I'll be eliminated from the contest for missing tonight." 


"Contest?" 


Janick realized then that Bruce didn't know why he had been travelling to Toronto. "Have you ever heard of the 
Ultimate Guitar Competition?" 


Bruce thought for a second, "Yeah, there was something in the Minneapolis newspaper about it last week." 
Bruce was always interested in anything that concerned rock music, something he was very interested in. "You 
mean you were in that contest?" 

"Yeah, in fact | advanced to the semi-finals last night. Tonight in Toronto was an elimination round." 


"Surely they'll give you a break when they hear what happened!" 


Jan gave a half-shrug, "The competition goes on whether l'm there or not so it wouldn't matter; if | miss a 


round I'll probably be disqualified" 


"That isn't right! Bruce was indignant, partly because he still felt responsible for their being where they were. 
"What is the prize for the winner?" 


"Five thousand in cash and a contract to work for the record company that's sponsoring the contest" 
"Damn! I'm sorry, man!" 


Jan sensed the guilt somewhere behind Bruce's words and felt like he had to ease his mind "Shit happens, and 


it could have been worse. A lot worse. There will be other opportunities for me." 


Bruce took the bench from the other side of the table and placed it a few feet from the stove, spreading 


their wet clothes on it to dry. "You're a professional musician, then?" 


Jan was slow in answering. "I suppose you could say that. I've been in bands off and on since | was in school 
and I've been playing guitar since | was eight. | have had to take other jobs sometimes to make ends meet, but 


music is where my heart is." 


Something about that choice of words made Bruce glance over his shoulder at the other man, but he didn't 
comment. The pots of water on the stovetop had come to a rolling boil by now and, using a work glove from 
his pack as a potholder, Bruce set one aside to cool. The freeze-dried meals were laid out on the table and 


Bruce gestured to them. 

"Name your poison, Janick" 

Jan looked at them, they all sounded bland and unappetizing so he chose one at random and handed it to Bruce. 
Bruce approximated the amount of boiling water needed and added it to the foil pouch, shaking it a bit then 


setting it aside. 


"The instructions say to let it sit for five minutes, stir, and enjoy. We'll do the first two of those things but | 
have my doubts that we'll enjoy.” 


Janick had to laugh. Now that he was warm and dry his good spirits were returning and he knew that 


realistically they would be located and picked up, even if it did take a day or two. Within a few minutes the two 
were eating some sort of pasta, taking turns spooning it out of the foil pouch with some tarnished teaspoons 
they found on a shelf. In spite of its artificial and somewhat powdery taste Jan felt considerably better after 
eating and he offered Bruce one of the two apples in his pack for dessert. It was dark outside now and though 
Bruce didn't want to turn on his phone unnecessarily, he estimated that it was close to eight o'clock. As of yet 
they hadn't inspected the bunks at the other end of the room but now Bruce went to check them out. They 
were built right onto the cabin, two double bunks with plywood surfaces end-to-end, spanning the width of the 
wall. Two of them had old and tattered three-inch-thick foam pads on them and while they didn't look 
particularly comfortable, they were better than nothing. 


The interior of the cabin was softly lit by the two candles Janick had lit earlier but now Bruce dug his torch 


out of his bag. "I saw a privy out back. I'll be back in a few minutes." 


While he was outside Janick stoked the stove and chose one of the bunks, arranging the thin pad as best he 
could. His backpack was of a water-resistant nylon material and was already dry so he bunched it up to serve 
as a pillow. When Bruce returned he carried another armload of firewood and flashed his cheeky grin at Janick 


lying in the bunk. 
"Doesn't look very comfortable!" 


‘Its not." Janick confirmed, returning the smile. He watched as Bruce piled the firewood by the back wall, 
turned the drying clothing around a bit for better exposure to the heat, and retreated to the bunk that was 
end-to-end with Janick's with his own pack. He'd blown out one candle and carried the other with him, placing it 
on the floor. Jan was exhausted but mentally he was still wired from the events of the day and he lay 
watching as Bruce arranged the bunk similarly to the way he had his own. This pilot was a bit of an enigma, 
Jan thought. He had the accent of a well-educated Brit so what was he doing piloting a seventy year old 
airplane across the North American wilderness? His clothing and manner weren't that of a wealthy man doing 
it for a lark. Physically he didn't appear posh either, with the long straight chestnut hair falling halfway down 
his back and the heavy stubble of a beard. He wasn't tall but he was well-muscled and, Jan found himself 
thinking, quite good looking. 


As though he knew he was being scrutinized Bruce looked over at Jan, barely making him out in the dim 


candlelight. "Still worried about missing your competition?" 


"| suppose not," Jan answered truthfully. "It was a pretty unconventional way to go about looking for a job 


anyway." 


Bruce lay down, propping his pack behind him and leaning back against the end wall "If you've been playing music 
for as long as you say and have been in bands, it seems there would be better ways. Unless," he grinned again, 


"you play like shit!" 


Jan was forced to laugh, "I'll have to play for you someday and let you judge for yourself, but you're right, 


there should be a better way. | was in a band up until last winter and we were doing pretty well. " 


There was a story there, Bruce sensed, and his curiosity was kindled "The band broke up?" 
| guess you could say that. Or you could say | broke up with the vocalist" 


From the inflection of Janick's words Bruce instinctively knew he wasn't referring to a mere fallout with a 
friend. Janick was becoming evasive and Bruce knew he shouldn't pursue the subject. He found himself 


wondering what kind of woman would break up with someone as attractive and good-natured as Janick He was 


still pondering that as he blew out the candle and tried to get comfortable on the hard bed. 


Janick awakened with a start some time later, unsure what had awakened him. Rain beat steadily on the metal 
roof but that was a soothing sound, and he heard a faint skittering sound like a mouse or a chipmunk, but that 
wouldn't have awakened him. Then he heard it again and his heart froze. It was the sound of something moving 


outside the cabin Something big. 

There was a small window in the wall over the top bunks but it was pitch black outside and Jan knew if he 
looked out he wouldn't be able to see anything. The sound was that of something slowly, ponderously brushing 
against the wall not far from where he lay. He lay petrified for a moment, then moved quietly across the end 
of his bunk and onto Bruce's. 

He grasped the pilot's shoulder and the man awoke with a jerk 


"Shh..." Janick hissed. "There's something outside!" 


Bruce tensed, listening intently. A few seconds later the sound came again, a faint swish, now further down the 


wall in the direction of where they now were. 


"What the fuck is it?" Jan whispered In his head he was remembering stories he had heard of Bigfoot in the 


North American woods, or of mountain lions and wolves. 

‘Probably a bear," Bruce whispered back. 

"A bearll" Jan's voice rose a bit in alarm and he heard Bruce chuckle softly. 

"Relax, it's out there and we're in here. I've heard the other pilots tell dozens of stories about bear 
encounters. Ninety percent of the time they won't bother humans. Chances are he's just passing through and 
scratching himself on the outside of the cabin" 


"Ninety percent of the time?!" Jan exclaimed. "What about the other ten percent of the time?" 


"From what | understand, it's uaually only dangerous if you get between the bear and it's young or its food." 
Bruce paused, sensing and sympathizing with the other man's anxiety. He'd felt much the same way the first 


time he'd encountered a bear. He'd been on a solo flight to complete his Canadian certification and was flying 
out of a small seaplane base north of Fort Francis. He was doing a pre-flight check and looked up to see a full 
sized black bear poking around garbage cans behind the hangar not thirty feet from him. He'd practically had a 
heart attack. 


"Let's just sit here quietly for a minute until he goes away" Bruce suggested. 


Janick suddenly realized that he was leaning quite close to Bruce and he took a deep breath and leaned back 
against the wall. They heard a few more subtle sounds outside over the next few minutes, but after a while 
of heightened alertness Janick relaxed slightly. Time was impossible to gauge in the darkness, the only light in 
the room was the barely perceptible glow of the dying fire through the cracks around the stove door. Janick 
felt himself growing drowsy and after a few minutes he fell asleep. 


It took Bruce a while to realize his companion had dozed off; his attention was focused on listening for unusual 
sounds. In spite of his calming words to Janick, his adrenaline was up and he felt his own heart quicken when he 
heard the sounds Janick had indicated. At last he turned his head toward Janick to tell him he believed the 
bear had moved on and in the dimness he could barely make out that the other man was leaning his head back 


against the wall. Listening to his low, even breathing Bruce realized he was asleep. 


Shit! What was he supposed to do now? Logically, he knew he should shake Janick awake and send him back to 
his own bunk, but he was reluctant to. He told himself that Janick had a stressful day and, just now, a fright, 
and he needed to sleep. But Bruce knew deep down that there was more to it than that. He liked the solid 
warmth of the other man at his side. Tendrils of Janick's long, wavy hair were draped across Bruce's upper 
arm and he reached up to brush them away, only he found himself softly running the strands through his 
fingers instead. The hair was as soft as silk and held a faint scent of clover blossoms. Persuading himself that 


he was allowing Janick to remain simply for the added warmth, Bruce allowed himself to drift back to sleep. 


Chapter Five 
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Chapter Five 


Janick awoke slowly. The surface beneath him was hard but he was laying against something soft and warm 
and there was a sensation of warmth around his waist. He huddled closer into the sensation and made a 
contented sound, drifting back toward sleep. Then the solidness against him moved and his eyes snapped open 
He looked around at the rustic room for a moment before remembering the previous day's events and 
recalling where he was. Then he jumped up with a start, bumping his head on the top bunk. 


What the fuck! He was lying in the narrow bunk with Bruce and the other man's arm was loosely draped 
around his middle. Jan carefully turned and saw with relief that Bruce was still asleep. Moving very, very 
slowly Janick extricated himself from beneath Bruce's arm and quietly crept back to his own bunk. Once there, 
though, he found he couldn't drift back to sleep. The dim gray light coming through the rain-streaked window 
indicated that it was still quite early, and the fire had died hours before, so the cabin was damp and chilly. The 
discomfort he felt, though, wasn't physical. He fancied could still feel Bruce's arm laying across him and the 
warmth on his back where he had been laying against the pilot. 


Even as he lay there, he heard Bruce murmur in his sleep and roll over. Janick saw his arm reach out then 
fall back. He knew that falling asleep in Bruce's bunk had been an accident, a result of being stressed and 
overtired, yet it had left him feeling odd and unsettled. He hadn't been in bed with anyone at all for over a 
year and he'd managed to convince himself that he was content with that. He hadn't felt attracted to anyone in 
that time and he had doubted he ever would. Relationships weren't worth the drama and the hassles and he 
was better off alone; or so he told himself. He couldn't stop the wave of sadness than ran through him when 


he thought that, however. 


Eventually giving up on getting any more sleep, Jan slipped his almost-dry Reeboks on and started a fire, trying 
to be quiet. It's virtually impossible to be quiet while working with a woodstove, however, and as he knelt in 


front of the open door carefully nursing a small blaze Bruce spoke from behind him. 


"Good morning, mate!" In spite of the uncomfortable night and their situation he managed to sound cheerful. 


Jan found himself responding in kind. 


"Good morning, Bruce." He paused but had to continue. "I'm sorry | freaked out in the night, I'm not used to 


being in the woods." 
"No worries, being alert is always a good thing out here." 


Janick considered apologizing for falling asleep in Bruce's bed but he thought better of it, hoping instead that 


Bruce hadn't realized he'd been there. That hope was dashed a moment later, however. 


"Did you sleep all right?" Bruce asked. Jan glanced over and saw the man sitting on the edge of his bunk with a 
cocky smile playing about his lips. 


Jan merely nodded, but Bruce went on. "I slept better than | thought | would; it was a bit more comfortable 


with you there." 
Jan's head snapped in Bruce's direction and he stood, dusting off his hands. "Yeah, umm, I'm sorry about that...” 


"Don't be!" Bruce said dismissively. "It's not the first time I've slept with a man, after all." 


Before he caught himself, Jan heard himself say, "Yeah, me neither." Then, realizing what he'd said he flushed 


and turned away in embarrassment, fussing with the almost-dry clothes to hide his confusion. 


Bruce was quiet a moment and when he spoke again it wasn't with his usual bantering tone. "Hey, there's no 
need to look so embarrassed, Janick. It just means we're two of a kind, that's all" 


"Two of a kind?" Janick wasn't sure what Bruce meant. 
"We're both attracted to men" 


"You...? But you said you were married?" Jan asked, still cursing himself for not being able to shut up but 


admittedly curious. 


‘lm bi. | was married to a woman for almost two years, but I've always liked guys better." He got up and went 
to the table, sorting through their meager supply of food, unable to look at Janick at that moment. "You're 
gay, Janick?" 


Jan merely nodded. "Well," he was forced to admit, "I've been with women, but..." 

"Yeah." Bruce nodded in understanding, still unable to meet Janick's eyes. "I know what you're trying to say." 

A somewhat awkward silence followed broken only by the steady beat of rain on the roof. Bruce put water on 
the woodstove to boil while Janick picked through the freeze-dried breakfast options, settling on scrambled 


eggs. When he turned back around, he saw that Bruce had the Emergency Locator unit and was examining it 


by the window. 


"Are you sure that thing works?" he had to ask. 


"Is checked before every takeoff" Bruce said, then he grimaced, "But so is the GPS, and that failed" He shook 
his head, "I'm sorry, m being ridiculous. This locator works fine and the beacon on the plane works fine. As 


soon as the weather clears enough to fly, someone will come and get us.” 


Janick was watching Bruce and he understood something about the pilot that hadn't occurred to him before. 
Bruce was doubting himself. He hid it behind his jocular manner but with a flash of insight Janick realized 


Bruce was uncertain and worried. 

“They aren't going to blame you for this, Bruce. It was instrument failure, pure and simple" he said quietly. 
Bruce looked at him in surprise; he hadn't thought he was that transparent. "I've been a pilot for seven years, 
but I've only been licensed here for about eight months. | don't have the experience for things like this. | 
shouldn't even be here." 

Jan sat on the bench "I know it isn't any of my business, but why are you here? You're English, like me. You're 
obviously an educated man, you're sharp witted and resourceful. This is the last place one would expect to find 
a mon like yourself” 

Bruce was still holding the locator, turning it in his hands and not looking at Janick. "I'm here because I'm an 
idiot. | was an immature brat with a rich wife, and | thought nothing in the world could touch me; | thought | 


was on top of the world. Then she divorced me and took everything.” 


Janick felt his heart tighten, not just from Bruce's words but from the dejected tone of his voice and his 
slumped shoulders. "You don't have anyone else back home?" he asked softly. 


Bruce sat too, still looking at the locator and not at Jan. "The only family | ever had was my Grandfather. He 


worked his ass off to send me to a good school, but five years ago he died" 

‘I'm sorry." Jan's voice was soft "But | understand. That's kind of why I'm here, too." 

Bruce looked up at him inquiringly and the sadness in his usually sharp eyes struck Jan. He found himself telling 
Bruce more than he'd intended to; more than he had told anyone. "I told you | was in a band back in England, 
and we were finally getting someplace. Better gigs, more money, even talk of a recording contract. Then..." 

Jan fell silent. "And then... Bruce prompted him after a minute. 


"Then John, the singer, decided he wanted someone new. A new guitarist and..and a new boyfriend" 


Pieces fit together in Bruce's mind now. He had assumed that Jan had been talking about a girl when he'd 


mentioned breaking up with the band's singer but now he realized he'd been wrong. "He must be crazy!" he 


exclaimed without thinking. 


Jan was the one averting his eyes now, he was toying with a braided leather bracelet around his left wrist. He 


made a half-hearted attempt at a nonchalant shrug. 
"That's just crazy" Bruce repeated, only this time it was with genuine puzzlement. He was looking at Janick 


been wondering how anyone could throw away anyone as wonderful as Janick. That was silly. He barely knew 
the man. Still, as he looked at Jan through the fringe of his hair he had to admit he couldn't remember ever 


seeing a more attractive man. 


Jan stood to check on the water. It was coming to a boil, so he cut open the foil pouch and added the water, 
sitting it on the table to rehydrate. He felt raw and exposed after opening up to Bruce, though he realized that 
the other man had opened up to him as well. He could feel Bruce's eyes on him, and he regretted saying 
anything at all. He knew Bruce must be looking at him and speculating about what horrible things that must 
have made someone split up with him for no reason the way John had done. It wasn't as though he hadn't 


asked that question of himself a hundred times. 


When the meal was ready, they once again shared the packet between them in silence, but gradually the 

uncomfortable atmosphere decreased. The table was butted up against the largest of the windows and they 
looked out at the old dock bobbing in the water and the whitecaps starting further out in the lake. The wind 
had picked up again, though the rain was now a persistent drizzle. Jan was lost in thought and almost jumped 


when Bruce spoke quietly at his side. 
"Where are you from, Janick?" 


Jan looked up and saw genuine interest in Bruce's eyes "| grew up in Durham, though | was living in London 


before | came over here. You?" 
"Near Nottingham, originally. Boarding school in Essex and then Uni in London" 
"Why did you decide to become a pilot?" 


"Grandfather used to tell me stories when | was young about his own father flying for the RAF during the 


war. It fascinated me. Believe it or not, | was a pilot for a commercial charter airline before | met Judith." 
"You quit after you got married?" 


Bruce nodded, "I spent the first year of our marriage galivanting around the world with her jet-set friends 
partying and wasting my life. Then | got a whim to learn to fly all the different aircraft | used to read about. 
That's what brought me to Canada. When Judith divorced me | was more or less stranded, so | accepted the 


job for White Bear in St. Paul." 


Jan's next question was hesitant "Are you ever going to return to England?" 


Bruce stood abruptly "There's nothing there for me now" He strode across the room with the remaining water 
in one of the pots and, digging a toiletries kit from his duffel, he began to shave. Jan looked after him a 


moment, understanding that Bruce didn't want to talk or even think about returning home 


‘lm going to fill the water can’ Bruce declared when he'd finished shaving and grabbed the jerry can from the 


counter and strode out. 


Jan stood too, thinking of visiting the privy, and threw on his denim jacket. He was halfway to the outhouse 
when he heard a cracking sound and a loud curse. Bruce had stepped out on the dock to dip the jerry can into 
the lake but one of the rotted boards had given way under his foot. Jan was out there before he was 


conscious of having moved. 
"Are you all right?" he asked anxiously. 


Bruce didn't reply. He'd extricated his foot from the dock and Jan saw it was the same leg he had injured the 
day before. Fresh blood showed on the gray material of the sweatpants. 


Jan stepped carefully out and extended his hand, which Bruce took after a moment's hesitation. He was limping 
again, worse than he had been the day before, and when he went to pick up the discarded water can Jan 


stopped him. 
‘Never mind that, I'll get water later. Come inside, | want to check out your leq’ 
Bruce looked at him, a smile playing about his lips, "Check out my leg, huh?" 
Janick had to laugh a litte "You know what | mean! Hts bleeding again" 


If he hadn't known better Jan would have thought that Bruce sounded almost flirtatious. Admonishing himself 
for letting that thought cross his mind when Bruce was hurt, Janick let the pilot lean on him as they walked 
back up to the cabin and once they were inside he insisted that Bruce sit on the bench and extend his injured 
leg. He gingerly pushed up the pantleg to see that the leg had a new scrape in almost the same spot as the 
last one. 


"Well, my bad luck is holding out, | see." Bruce sighed. 
Jan was removing the remnants of the bandage he'd wrapped on Bruce's calf the day before as he replied. "If 
you ask me, you've had remarkably good luck. There are thousands of little lakes out here; | could see them 


from the plane. Yet you landed on one that had a fishing cabin. What are the odds of that?" 


Bruce was silent, realizing Janick was right about that much, at least. He watched Janick's long, nimble fingers 


as he cleaned the raw skin with alcohol from the first aid kit and reapplied gauze. When he'd finished Bruce 


made to stand and immediately let out a small yelp, abruptly sitting down again 


"It looks like you've twisted your ankle, mate," Janick said. "you'd better stay off your feet for a while and keep 
that leg elevated. It would probably be more comfortable if you sat on the bed” 


Bruce sighed, frustrated that this ankle injury, though not serious, was just one more obstacle they had to 
contend with. Grumbling under his breath he rose cautiously to make his way to the bunk, but Janick slipped 
an arm around his waist to aid him. Bruce wanted to shake him off and say he needed no help, but when he 
attempted to put his weight on his ankle a sharp pain shot through him and he found he was grateful for 
Jan's help. 


After Bruce was in the bunk with his leg stretched out in front of him and sitting with his back against the 


wall Janick went back outside, saying he was going to fill the water can 
"Be careful on that fucking dock!" Bruce cautioned him, getting a flash of a smile in return. 


Jan was outside for some time and when he returned with the full jerry can he promptly filled the two 
saucepans and put them on the stove to boil, then went back outside. The next time he returned he carried 
several pieces of firewood. 

Meanwhile Bruce was growing more and more frustrated. He was a man who craved activity and to sit here 


while Jan did the work galled him. Jan busied himself at the table and several minutes later he came over to 


Bruce with one of the chipped coffee cups that they had found on a high shelf. 
"Tea?" Bruce asked in surprise. 
Jan smiled "I nicked some from the hotel where | stayed in Minneapolis. | forgot about it until now." 


Bruce accepted the cup almost grudgingly "Thanks" he muttered. The feelings of helplessness that had been 
plaguing him since the landing had only gotten worse with re-injuring his leg and at the moment he felt a bit 
overwhelmed. This isn't how his life was supposed to be, damn it! He was supposed to be living comfortably in 
England and, if not married to Judith, then at least working a nice safe job for a nice safe airline, not lost in 


the Canadian wilderness. 


Janick silently made his own cup of tea and sat on the end of Bruce's bunk, sipping it. They could hear the wind 
buffeting the side of the cabin, though it was relatively warm and dry inside. He could tell from Bruce's 
demeanor that he was in a dark mood, but he was at a loss as to what to do about it. After a few minutes he 
got up and went into the kitchen, rummaging around the various junk on the shelves and emerging with a deck 


of cards. 
"| don't really feel like playing cards, mate." Bruce told him when he brought them over to the bed. 


Jan only shrugged "If you would rather just sit there and curse fate, I'll play solitaire." 


Bruce looked at him sharply. How did Janick know the direction Bruce's thoughts had taken? "I'm not cursing 


fate! Well," he amended with an ironic half smile, "not exactly. | guess l'm just feeling sorry for myself” 


Janick's gaze was steady "I know what that's like, and | know it doesn't get you anywhere. Its obvious no one 


can come looking for us in this weather, so we're stuck here. We may as well make the best of it, right?" 


Bruce sat for a moment, then said "Rummy?" 


Chapter Six 
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Bruce felt his bad mood dissolve away without being consciously aware of it as he and Janick played a few 
hands of cards. Jan sat Indian-style at the end of Bruce's bunk and as they played he talked mildly about 
incidental things in a deliberate attempt at raising Bruce's spirits, though he was careful not to make it 
obvious. He found he enjoyed talking with Bruce, he found the pilot interesting and was slowly learning that 
there was more to the man than met the eye. After a bit Bruce responded readily, chatting more openly. 


"l'm not sure what I'll be doing over the winter," he said in response to Janick's question. "The company that 
owns White Bear Air found a position for me flying commuters from Minneapolis to Chicago last winter but | 
lucked into that; there's no guarantee I'll find anything this winter." 


‘Its already September," Janick pointed out. 


"| know," Bruce sighed as he drew a card. "I could end up on the dole all winter, living on unemployment 


benefits". Fanning the cards in his hand, he laid four of a kind down on the bed. 


Janick was thinking of Bruce's situation. He felt empathy for him, especially considering that not long before he 
had been living a life of luxury without a care in the world. 


"For all | know, | could be in the same boat." Jan admitted He had been counting on the Ultimate Guitar 
competition, even if he didn't win it was great exposure and may have brought offers of session work He 


played three sixes and looked up to find Bruce's sharp eyes on him. 


"You're going back to the UK. though, right?" Bruce asked 


Jan nodded "Yeah." A gust of wind hit the outside of the house with force just then and Jan had to add, "If we 


ever get out of here." 


"We'll get out" Bruce said, trying to convince himself as much as Jan. "I have a lot of faith in the locator and | 
believe the beacon on the plane is still operating as well. Its just a matter of how long this weather holds. If 
the weather breaks and no one comes in a couple of days, as a last resort we can walk to Highway IT. I's over 


thirty miles through total wilderness, but we could do it" He wasn't as confidant of that as he sounded but he 


caught and held Jan's gaze, "One way or another, we'll get out of here." 


Jan looked across the room through the large window over the table at the tossing trees and the choppy lake 
beyond but didn't comment. Moved by some impulse he didn't take time to analyze, Bruce reached out and 


covered Jan's hand with his own. "We'll be okay, Jan" 


He didn't realize he's unconsciously shortened Janick's name but Janick noticed it and a small smile crossed his 


lips. "Yeah, | know." 


Bruce's hand lingered for a moment then he drew it back swiftly. He'd been moved by the note of worry in 
Janick's voice; it echoed his own worry and somehow the physical contact helped alleviate it. Jan was still 
gazing out the window but he put his other hand over the place Bruce had touched him, unconsciously rubbing 


the skin. The warmth of the pilot's touch had helped him as well; he felt less alone and the fear he'd been 
struggling to keep at bay ever since they'd arrived there was pushed once again to the back of his mind. 


Janick stood to put another log on the fire "There isn't much dry firewood left beneath the cabin" he 


commented. 


"| saw some scrap lumber under there that we can burn if we have to, stuff left over from repairing the 


cabin no doubt. It isn't terribly cold anyway, just damp." 


Jan nodded and returned to the bunk but, somewhat to Bruce's surprise, rather than taking up his seat at the 
other end he sat next to Bruce, stretching his long legs out before him. 


"How is your leg?" he asked. 

"As long as I'm sitting here, it's fine," Bruce answered honestly. "Don't you want to play cards any longer?" 
‘Maybe, in a bit," Jan replied. 

Bruce found himself wishing the blonde would at least move back to his former spot; he found his closeness 
disconcerting. He's been trying to ignore the fact that he found Janick attractive and this was making that 


more difficult. "Well, what do you want to do, then?" 


Jan gave a barely perceptible shrug, causing the ends of his long hair to tickle Bruce's shoulder. "I don't know. 


Talk? Tell me about your experiences as a pilot. It'll help keep us from worrying.” 


Bruce had to admit the sense of that "I'll tell you about being a pilot if you'll tell me about being a musician’ 
he agreed. 


Janick laughed softly "It's a deal, though there isn't much to tell. | haven't travelled or worked much outside 
the UK" 


"Travel isn't as great as people make it out to be," Bruce told him. "I traveled to the Ukraine last year to fly a 


Tiger Moth and it was a horrible experience. Some countries can be very scary." 


"Oh?" Janick smiled encouragingly. "What happened? Going to the Ukraine is something I've never considered." 


"Don't!" Bruce chuckled. Feeling guilty, almost as though he were bragging for having had the luxury of doing 
something so frivolous, he began to reluctantly tell about the nightmarish experience of having signed on for a 
week-long course in flying a privately owned plane only to learn upon arrival that the plane hadn't been 
properly maintained and the owner was giving lessons in defiance of the local regulations. "Anyone flying in that 
area was supposed to register with the government,” Bruce related, "and this man wasn't registered. If we'd 


been caught we could have been in very serious trouble or even shot down" 


"Damn!" Jan shook his head, "I'm guessing you learned your lesson from that one and didn't try anything like 
that again!" 


"You would think," Bruce said, "but sadly, | had a similar experience in New Zealand a few months later. | ran 
into a guy at an airshow in Brisbane who somehow got his hands on an authentic Kawasaki Ki - 100 and said | 
was welcome to try to fly it. Of course, | was arrogant enough to think | could. Nearly killed myself that time" 
he chuckled. 


Janick looked at him in some alarm and when Bruce turned his head he was met by the clear gray eyes just 


inches away "Why did you keep doing such dangerous things?" Jan asked, genuine concern in his voice. 


Bruce looked away quickly "I don't know," he was forced to admit. "The adrenaline rush, | guess, as well as being 


fascinated by those old planes. Its probably a good thing | can't afford to do that shit anymore." 
"Yes, it probably is," Jan agreed, and somewhat to Bruce's surprise he sounded completely serious. 


Feeling a need to change the subject, Bruce asked Jan about some of the places he'd traveled as a musician. 
Though he hadn't been to the exotic places Bruce had, he nevertheless had a number of stories about his 
experiences and the two men soon found themselves deep in conversation. After a while they took up the card 
game again but continued to talk easily, the subjects drifting naturally from past experiences to future hopes. 
So engrossed were they in their talk that hours drifted by unheeded and it was with some surprise that 


Janick glanced to the window later and saw that not only was it close to evening, the clouds were breaking. 
"Bruce, look!" he pointed. 
A smile broke across Bruce's face when he realized what Janick was showing him. "I knew it! | knew the storm 


couldn't last more than two or three days! It's too late for anyone to fly in today, but we'll be out of here 


tomorrow, Janick, l'm sure of it.” 


As they both watched, the sun broke through. It was setting behind the cabin and the late afternoon light 


glowed across the lake. Then, as they watched, a rainbow formed between them and the opposite shore. 


"How beautifull" Janick gasped. "I've never seen one so close before. 


"Beautiful," Bruce echoed, but he wasn't looking at the rainbow. He was looking at Janick. The slender guitarist 
was smiling, his eyes lit with wonder at the natural phenomenon outside, and Bruce felt a spark of pure joy in 
his heart that was as unexpected as the rainbow, a joy he hadn't felt since his grandfather would take him to 
air shows as a child. It was partly from relief, he knew. It was a tremendous relief to see the sun and know 
that someone would come looking for them as soon as they possibly could, but it went beyond that and Bruce 
instinctively knew it. Janick's company made him happy. He didn't understand why, but he knew it was true. 


"I think we should celebrate." Bruce said. "There is a dessert packet among the meals, some kind of cherry 


cobbler. Let's have it with our dinner." 
Jan smiled, "All right! I'll get the water boiling.” 


While Janick was filling the pans and setting them on the stove Bruce tentatively attempted to stand and walk. 
Using the stove poker as a makeshift cane he carefully walked to sit at the table. 


Janick looked at him in surprise "You shouldn't be walking! How does your leg feel?" 


Its better, actually, as long as | don't put my weight on it" Reaching the table Bruce stretched his leg out 
along the bench and Janick immediately examined the injury, carefully pushing the pantleg up. 


"It isn't swollen. Still, you should sit there, | can handle the dinner." Jan re-wound some gauze over the open 
scrape and Bruce was conscious of his fingers gently probing the bruised area. It gave him a strange sensation 


in the pit of his stomach that he was reluctant to analyze too deeply. 


The dinner they chose was supposed to be scalloped potatoes and Bruce remarked that they must be getting 
used to dehydrated food because it didn't taste too bad. 


"Someday I'll have to make real scalloped potatoes for you the way my Mom made then," Jan smiled. He was 
just speaking idly, Bruce knew, but his words brought home the fact that after they were rescued they would 
likely never see one another again. It was a sobering thought and he found that it distressed him. Though he 
got on well with other pilots and with his supervisor Brian, he'd made few friends since leaving Britain and he 
honestly couldn't remember when he'd felt the kind of rapport that had developed between him and Janick. The 
blonde was easy to talk with, intelligent and well spoken, and above all else there was a sense of gentleness 


about him as though he wouldn't deliberately hurt a fly. 


They added hot water to the packet labeled cherry cobbler and as they waited for the food to rehydrate they 


sat in a companionable silence gazing out across the lake. 


"There's a loon" Bruce remarked as a black and white bird somewhat larger than a duck swam past the end of 
the dock. "If you listen you might hear him call, it's a sound | can't even describe. Spooky in a way, though you 
get used to it" 


Jan smiled, then their attention was drawn to a pair of chipmunks that were darting across the porch and up 
on the railings. After watching them for a moment Jan stood and, taking some crackers from the packet in his 
backpack he went outside, crumbled them, and scattered them on the porch rail. The moment he returned to 
the house the chipmunks came to investigate. The two men ate their dessert while watching the little critters, 
although Bruce found that he was watching Janick as much as the rodents. It occurred to him that he was 
actually enjoying himself in spite of the uncertainty of their circumstances. IT was weird, it made no sense, but 
he couldn't deny it any more than he could deny that he was attracted to Jan. It wasn't only the guitarists 
physical appearance, though with his long, lithe body and perfect arse he was one of the best looking men 
Bruce had ever seen. It was also the man's quiet voice in that soft northern accent, the attentiveness and 


care that Jan was showing toward Bruce's injured leg. 


It dawned on Bruce that he had been subconsciously avoiding feeling attraction toward anyone, had even been 
avoiding circumstances where he would possibly meet anyone he could be attracted to. Flying old fishermen and 
vacationing families around Minnesota gave him the perfect excuse, and it had worked beautifully until he'd had 
to take this fill-in flight with Janick. Even worse, the emergency landing had put the two of them in forced 
company and Bruce found himself regretting that even more because it was impossible to deny the effect the 
other man had on him. Not that it mattered, he realized As soon as they were picked up they would go their 
separate ways. He would go back to hauling vacationers around in the summer and business commuters in the 
winter and Janick would go back to England and seek out ways of making a living with his guitar. He would have 
to content himself with enjoying the blonde's company while he could. 


After it grew too dark to watch the chipmunks any longer Bruce lit two of the candles and re-kindled the 
woodstove, which had gone out. With the clearing weather it had turned colder and Jan was shaking out the 
dried clothes from the night before with the thought of somehow utilizing them as makeshift blankets. As he 


was doing this a long mournful cry cut through the air, making him freeze, startled. 


"IFs just a loon," Bruce chuckled. He was already back in his bunk and was casually shuffling the cards they had 


abandoned earlier. "Want to play another game of rummy?" 


Janick was still standing still, "I wish | could replicate that loon call on my guitar! Yeah, we can play another 


game, just let me step out for a second" 


Bruce nodded and Janick stepped outside. Not a minute later, though, he came back in, still zipping up his fly. 
"Bruce, | heard something in the woods!" 


Chapter Seven 
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Chapter Seven 


"What?! Did you see a bear?" Bruce sat upright. 

"No, but | heard something crashing around. Something big." 

"Well, stay indoors! It will go away, we ‘ve been burning our food wrappers so there's no food around to 
attract it" Bruce didn't want to admit that his heartbeat quickened at Jan's words, but Janick looked really 
rattled 


"IFs okay, Janick," Bruce said quietly "it can't get in here. Bears avoid humans if they can, our scent will scare 


him away. Especially," he couldn't resist adding with a grin, "if you were pissing off the porch." 


Jan had to laugh then but he still looked nervous, double checking that the door was securely closed before 


coming over to the bed. 


"Come on, sit down and play a few hands, forget about the wildlife. Maybe it wasn't a bear anyway, there are 
moose around here too" Bruce patted his hand on the bunk for Jan to sit. 


"Moose?" Jan sat. "Are they dangerous?" 

‘Ive heard that they can be, but only if you get in their way. Stop worrying!" 

Jan folded his legs beneath him and sat leaning back against the side wall. "| saw a movie a few years ago 
about a guy who went to Alaska to study the bears." He said with a rueful smile. "He lived with them for 


years, then one day they turned on him and killed him." 


Bruce nodded "Grizzly Man. | saw that movie too. Those were Grizzlies, not Black Bear, and anyway, that guy 


was nuts, running around with them like they were his pets. We're safe in here, Janick. | promise you." 


Jan thought for a moment, then turned his head to smile at Bruce. Bruce was smiling at him but it wasn't his 


characteristic cocksure grin, it was a warm smile and Jan felt better immediately. "l'm sorry, | know you're 


right. | suppose this whole experience is starting to catch up with me, you know?" 
"| get that. This is a different world than what you're used to." 


"IFs just that things like this are supposed to only happen in the movies." Jan attempted to explain. "There are 
a lot of things | want to do with my life before | die in a plane crash or get eaten by a bear" 


"Neither of those things has happened, and they aren't going to. | understand what you're trying to say, 
though. | feel like I've wasted the last few years of my life and there are a lot of things I'd like to do before | 


die, too." 


Bruce had been speaking mostly to distract Janick from whatever wildlife may be outside, but Janick looked at 
him with interest. 


"Oh? What would you like to do, Bruce?" 


Bruce was at a loss for words; he hadn't expected the other man to heed his words, let alone show interest. 
The first thought that flashed through his mind, however, was completely inappropriate. He wasn't surprised at 
the thought; Janick was drop-dead gorgeous and he had been virtually celibate since his arrival from the UK, 
but thoughts like this were exactly the kind of thing that led to his downfall. An impulsive sexual tryst was 
what first involved him with Judith, after all. Judith and a group of a dozen of her friends had chartered the 
plane he was piloting to attend a wedding in Belgium and, being tipsy on champagne, Judith had flirted 
outrageously with the brash young pilot. When the plane landed she'd lingered after the other passengers had 
gotten off and waylaid him, leading to a quick hook-up in the plane's lav. The forbidden thrill of it obviously 


sparked Judith's interest and six weeks later they impulsively married. 

Though that had only been three years ago, Bruce felt it had been a lifetime ago; he could no longer relate to 
the randy, smart-mouthed young man he had been then and he was leery of any situation that could lead to 
him acting that impulsively again. Janick was still looking at him, wondering if he was going to answer, and Bruce 


had to look down. 


"What do | want to do most with my life? | want to learn to stop being an ass." He said quietly. He felt Jan's 
eyes on him and didn't want to risk the blonde guessing what he was really thinking. 


"You aren't an ass, Bruce." Jan's voice was soft. "Why do you say things like that?" 

Bruce mumbled something and hoped Janick would let the subject go, but instead the other man moved from 
where he had been sitting to join Bruce leaning against the back wall. When he next spoke his voice was so 
close Bruce fancied he could feel his breath on his neck. 


"You don't know me, Janick" he murmured. 


"You have to stop putting yourself down. Maybe I've only known you a few days, but | can tell you're a good 


person." 


Bruce finally raised his head and looked at Jan, shaking his head. "No, I'm not. I've been trying to be a better 
person since my divorce, but | guess | can't be. l'm sitting here thinking.. about you, Janick. Thinking how much 
| would like to kiss you." 


Jan's gaze remained steady, though it seemed his eyes grew a shade darker "Why do you think that makes 
you a bad person?" he asked softly. 


"Because we were becoming friends, and now I've fucked it up by telling you that. Now it's just going to be 


weird between us." 


Jan was quiet for a long moment, still holding Bruce's gaze. "It isn't weird." And then to Bruce's complete 


amazement Janick leaned in and pressed his lips softly to his. 


Bruce was too taken aback to respond, and when Janick drew away he smiled softly. "You haven't fucked 
anything up, Bruce. | think you're pretty amazing." 


Bruce was dumfounded. Then, feeling unable to help himself, he reached up and lay his palm on Janick's cheek. 
In spite of not having shaved in two days, there was only a hint of stubble; the skin felt smooth and soft to 


the touch. "You're amazing too" he whispered just before his lips closed in on the blondes. 


‘What am | doing? Janick asked himself even as he returned Bruce's kiss. He had been feeling a bond growing 
between himself and the pilot over the past two days of being forced into one another's company, but to kiss 
him?! And to want to do more than kiss him; because if he were being honest he had to admit he did want 
more. He gladly opened his lips for Bruce's questing tongue and when the other man's arms closed around him 
he returned the embrace eagerly. It had been too long since he'd felt like this, Janick reasoned. That must be 
why he was responding so ardently; it had to be why he was feeling so lightheaded and carried away. It was 
just sexual desire, a natural reaction to Bruce's impassioned kisses, but it was so overwhelming and powerful 


that he felt he had no control over his own body. 


Bruce's kisses were deep, powerful, and all-encompassing and he moved his lips to Jan's neck and shoulders. He 
lost himself in them, each passing minute increasing the fervor. His arousal was a force of its own now and he 
blindly followed it, nipping Jan's ivory skin and tasting him, licking the bites and savoring the taste. After a few 
minutes, he felt Janick's hands slide up his spine and felt the blonde returning the kisses amid little sighs and 
moans of want. It was turning him on faster than he could remember anything turning him on before, it was 
certainly more powerful than the hasty and almost impersonal sex he'd always had with Judith. He shifted on 
the hard plywood to lay back and Janick followed, the kiss never breaking. The musty smell of the old foam 
mattress was overcome by the clean, outdoorsy scent of Janick and when he pulled the other man close he 
could feel the blondes unmistakable arousal. He couldn't stop himself from slipping his hands down to cup Jan's 
butt and pulling him closer, their groins in full contact. 


Jan had always thought of himself as rather inhibited when it came to sex; he had certainly never become 


this ardent with John in their three years together. He felt like someone else was in control of his body, 


someone wanton and wild who was making him buck his hips against Bruce's hardness. 
"Oh God, Janick, | want youl" Bruce whispered breathlessly into his hair, "I want you so fucking bad” 


Jan's response was to skim his hand down Bruce's flanks and across his stomach to lightly cup him through 
his pants. He already felt he was on the edge; like he couldn't stand any more, and Bruce's warm breath on his 
neck fueled that to the point where he was now sliding his hand past the elastic waistband of Bruce's pants 
and making contact with him, causing Bruce's breath to catch. Almost frantic now, Bruce worked at the 
buttons of Jan's fatigue pants until he could feel him straining against the thin briefs he wore. When he 
pressed his hand against the hardness there Jan made a sound in his throat that made Bruce shudder. Within 
moments they had both discarded their clothes entirely and Bruce had to pause upon seeing Jan's nude body 
for the first time. He was so perfect, so long and lean with creamy skin that felt like it was burning beneath 
Bruce's hands. 


It had been years since Bruce had been with another man, since he and a mate at Uni had experimented and 
Bruce had discovered how much he enjoyed being with a member of his own sex, but it was more instinct 
than a memory of those past encounters that drove him on now. He found himself peppering the smooth skin 
of Jan's chest with moist, open kisses and brushing across a hard rosy nipple causing Jan to jump as though 
an electrical current was passing through him. Jan's fingers were clutching his biceps and Jan was murmuring 
a string of words that were mostly gibberish, urgings, and encouragements that only increased as Bruce 


worked his way lower. 


Jan knew he was a rampaging mess of out-of-control desire but he felt powerless to do anything to stop it. 
He was tangling his fingers through Bruce's long straight hair as the pilot lavished him with kisses, lower and 
lower until he felt Bruce's hand cup his testicles and then there was a moment of pure anticipation so sharp 
he could hardly bear it before he felt the first touch of Bruce's tongue on his erection. Jan heard himself 

make a sound he wouldn't have believed came out of his own lips and he knew it wouldn't take much for this 


to be over too soon. 


| need to Touch you, Bruce, | need to feel you..." Jan muttered, and to his surprised relief he felt Bruce shift 
around to where he could reach him as well. He wasted no time taking Bruce into his mouth and he heard the 
darker man gasp and moan around him. He could tell Bruce was growing close and with that knowledge, his own 
excitement built until without warning he gasped and with a whole-body shudder, he reached a powerful 
orgasm. Bruce didn't relent, taking what Jan had to offer until he paused and pulled away, his own completion 


flooding Jan's mouth. 


Jan felt entirely drained, his body still shivering in the aftermath, and he fell back. The next thing he was 
aware of was Bruce at his side, an arm loosely thrown across his chest. After a minute he summoned up the 
strength to open his eyes. Bruce lay mere inches away, his usually sharp brown eyes soft now and looking 
right into Jan's. 


"That was... unexpected," he said softly with a small laugh. 


Janick didn't respond; he wasn't sure how to respond. The blinding passion had passed and he felt mixed 
emotions, questioning the wisdom of what they had just done. He had nothing against chance sexual encounters, 
though he had rarely indulged in them himself, but this felt different. These circumstances were almost 
bizarre; they were veritable strangers lost in the wilderness and they had far more important things to 
concern themselves with. It had been so sudden that it now felt surreal; an hour ago they had been engaged in 
a friendly game of gin rummy and now they were lying nude and sated in each other's arms. Jan became 
aware that Bruce was stroking his hair, letting the silky strands filter through his fingers, and he looked over 
at the other man again. 


"Are you all right with what just happened?" Bruce asked a bit hesitantly. Janick's silence was starting to 
worry him; he knew he shouldn't have let this happen and now that it had he was assailed by worry. He liked 
and respected Janick, he had gotten to know the guitarist well enough to know that he was an intelligent and 
kindhearted man and he felt he had taken advantage of the situation they were in. 


"| don't usually do things like... this." Jan finally said. "But I'm not sorry it happened if that's what you're asking.’ 
Bruce couldn't seem to stop playing with Janick's hair. "Good," he said, "because neither am |." 


After a few minutes the chill of the room reminded them they were still naked and they pulled their clothes 
back on. Bruce had arranged his bag to act as a surprisingly comfortable pillow and when Janick hesitated 
about lying back down with him he reached out and grasped the blonde's hand, gently pulling him down by his 
side. A silence had grown between them, not exactly awkward but subdued and rather guarded as both men 
sought to reconcile themselves with their sudden tryst. Janick lay back down with Bruce readily enough but his 
mind was troubled. It was true that he found Bruce attractive and engaging but that didn't explain the 
impetuous and unbridled sexual desire that had seemed to spark into an inferno so quickly. He still couldn't 


believe he had done all those things, he'd been completely shameless! 
The loon call sounded again, closer this time, and Janick's nerves jerked. 


"Shh," Bruce said into his ear. "It's just the loon, and that means the other animal, whatever it was, has moved 
on. Loons are quiet when there are predators around." Bruce turned toward him in the narrow bed, his arm 

slipping over Jan's chest. "You're very tense. Maybe a little more activity will calm you down" With that, Bruce 
kissed Jan's neck, brushing aside the hair, his lips barely grazing the skin A shiver ran through Jan and he felt 
himself responding to the other man's touch in spite of the warnings in his head. He willed himself to lie still 

and not encourage Bruce in any way but it was becoming increasingly difficult because Bruce's kisses were now 
interspersed with little licks and nips to his neck and shoulder and Bruce's hand was creeping under the hem of 


his shirt. 


Jan was aware of his heart pounding in his chest and he felt breathless. Still, he didn't say anything, he didn't 
tell Bruce to stop, and after a minute or two, he heard himself moan unintentionally. He was aroused again 
even though barely a half hour had passed and he felt he couldn't lie still another moment. He suddenly turned 
to Bruce and kissed him hard, his tongue invading the pilot's mouth and exploring as he pressed his body 


against the other man. It took Bruce by surprise but he quickly welcomed it, pulling Jan closer and returning 
the kiss. Their kisses were becoming wild and torrid, completely carrying them away and going on and on until 


both men were breathless and giday. 


‘| am becoming a slut Jan thought to himself, feeling like a man possessed as he slid both hands under Bruce's 
shirt, brushing the fingertips through the hair until they found hardened nipples. He almost frantically tore the 
shirt over Bruce's head and dove for the nipples, his tongue working at one while his hand toyed with the 
other. He could feel Bruce's stomach muscles hard beneath his hand and he was overtaken by an irresistible 
urge to bite and lick every inch of Bruce's skin. Bruce was a little stunned at the turn of events, Jan had 
suddenly gone from lying still into being a sexual dervish, but he was loving it. He had never had a sex partner, 


male or female, attack his body with such passion and it was making his head spin 


Jan was completely absorbed in lavishing attention to Bruce's chest and stomach and his fingertips were once 
again dipping beneath the waist of Bruce's pants. As he got lower on Bruce's stomach Jan seemed to grow 
impatient and abruptly slid Bruce's pants down over his hip, nuzzling into the nest of hair he found there for a 


moment with a sigh before almost completely engulfing him into his mouth. 

Bruce gasped when he felt the moist heat encompass him and when Jan began to use his tongue he couldn't 
stop the gasps and moans from escaping his mouth. Jan was voracious and Bruce tried to slow him down 
though he was almost beyond the ability to form words. 

"Slow... slow down, wait... wait.” 

"Don't want to..." Jan mumbled around him, "can't wait" 

"No, no, come here.." Bruce had to salvage some control and he reached down, grasping Jan's shoulders firmly. 
Jan was still clothed and Bruce slipped the shirt up over his head, placing a soft kiss to the skin revealed. "We 
can take our time, we've got all night." 

Jan shook his head but didn't argue as Bruce began to make love to him, deliberately going slow as he explored 
the smooth creamy skin of the other man's chest and stomach. When he reached the waist of his fatigue 
pants he had to take a breath. Jan's breathing was so fast Bruce genuinely feared he would hyperventilate so 
he smoothed his palms slowly across his stomach before undoing the top button. 

"Bruce..." Jan moaned, "please!" 


Bruce rose back up to kiss his lips "What do you want, Janick? What do you want me to do?" 


"Fuck me.." Jan's whisper was so low and breathless that Bruce wasn't sure he's actually heard him, then he 


repeated it louder, "| need you to fuck me, Bruce! It's been so long...” 


It had been a long time for Bruce too, in fact, he hadn't had sex with anyone since Judith over a year before. 


He looked at Jan's writhing, trembling body highlighted in the dim glow of the candles and Jan opened his eyes, 


looking right up at him. Even in the dimness, Bruce could see myriad things in Jan's eyes; lust, longing, 


uncertainty, and maybe even a little sadness. 


"Are you sure that's what you want?" he heard himself ask softly, mentally wondering why he was even 
questioning this. 


Bruce thought frantically, trying to think of anything he could use as lube. He hadn't done this with a man in 
years and it had been even longer since he'd been on the receiving end, but he knew that it could potentially be 
unpleasant and he wanted it to be good for Jan. He had a few hotel-size shampoos and conditioner bottles in 
his toiletries kit which he'd tossed on the floor beneath the bunk and he reached down and fumbled blindly 
inside, his fingers closing around a small bottle. He was trembling himself now as he began to prepare Jan as 
the slender man was moving beneath him, urging him to hurry. As soon as he began to enter, the blonde's long 


legs wrapped around him and his arms pulled him down for a deep kiss. 


Bruce had to stop and hold still, partly to allow Jan to get used to him but also because he was finding the 
sensations he was experiencing so overwhelming. Jan was hot and eager and so turned on by this time that 


when Bruce slid his hand around his erection the man's hips jerked instinctively, pulling Bruce deeper. 


A small corner of Jan's mind was shocked at his own behavior. He had never experienced such an immediate 
all-consuming reaction to anyone, it was as though the pilot had worked some sort of sexual magic on him 
changing him into a rutting beast. He was spiraling out of control when he felt Bruce grasp and begin to stroke 
him in time with his thrusts. He heard himself cry out as fireworks flashed inside his head, he felt as though 
the entire lower half of his body was a mass of heightened nerve endings and suddenly he was climaxing, his 
body shaking uncontrollably. He was dimly aware of Bruce reaching his own orgasm with a low moan as he rode 


out the powerful waves. Bruce fell against him, then moved aside. 


Without the other man over him, Jan felt cold but he couldn't seem to move, then he was conscious of a 
weight being pulled across his chest. He managed to open his eyes to see Bruce arranging his flight jacket over 
him and pulling their other discarded clothes around them as well to serve as blankets. Bruce wasn't aware 
that he was watching him and Jan saw the other man carefully spreading the fleece pants and Jan's derim 


jacket across them, then he wrapped his arm around the guitarist and pulled him close. 


Janick couldn't deny that he enjoyed Bruce's attentiveness after their coupling and he felt himself slipping into 
sleep, oblivious to the hard plywood bed and the chilled room. Bruce was warm and solid at his side and as he 


drifted off he thought he felt the pilot press a kiss to his forehead. 
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Chapter Eight 


Janick was startled awake when Bruce made a sudden movement at his side. He opened his eyes to see the 
other man quickly pulling on his jean and shoes then run out the door. He left the door open and Jan could see 
bright early morning sunshine slanting across the plywood floor and Jan sat up, blearily wondering why Bruce 
had run out so quickly. Then he heard it. The low drone of an airplane slowing growing closer and closer. He 
reached for his own clothes and pulled them on, trying to push thoughts of the night before out of his mind. 
That hadn't been him, it couldn't have been. He didn't understand what had possessed him to behave that way 
and he didn't want to think about it now. 


When he was dressed he exited the cabin to find Bruce standing on the dock carefully staying away from the 
rotted area, peering intently in the direction of the approaching plane. Janick joined him, standing on the rocky 
shore near the dock just as a plane came swooping up the length of the lake, flying just at treetop level. Bruce 
began waving, then took off his shirt and waved it high over his head. Jan caught the excitement, his brain 
finally accepting that this was the expected search party, and he began waving both arms as well. With a roar, 
the plane passed and for a heart stopping moment they thought they hadn't been spotted, then the plane 


began to circle at the far end of the lake and return, this time maneuvering to land. 


It took several minutes for the plane to put down on the lake. This wasn't a Beaver, it was a Cessna of some 
type, and whoever was piloting it landed smoothly, skillfully idling the plane until it was close to the dock. A man 
stepped out onto the pontoon and tossed a rope to Bruce, who pulled the plane alongside the dilapidated dock 
and secured it to a wooden cleat. Bruce shouted ‘be careful‘ as the man jumped to the dock, then another man 


emerged from the cockpit and jumped out while one remained at the controls in the plane. 


What followed was several minutes of confusion with Bruce explaining the circumstances of the forced landing 
and the men making repeated inquiries regarding their health and physical condition. The two men were MNR 
officers while the pilot was from a resort near Thunder Bay who volunteered for search-and-rescue missions 
such as this. Janick felt dazed and he knew it wasn't merely from relief over having been found; he was still 
reeling mentally and emotionally from the events of the night before. It was impossible for him to pretend it 
hadn't happened, his body ached in unexpected places, although on the surface, at least, Bruce seemed to be 


unaffected by their encounter. He was in full pilot mode now, going over technicalities with the MNR officer 
while the second officer went into the cabin with Janick to gather their belongings. 


“This is one of Kawbawgam Outfitters old outpost cabins," the man chatted as Jan gathered his and Bruce's 
things "They didn't use it this season, they wanted to let the fish population in the lake recover a bit, but it's 
a lucky thing for you it was here, eh?" 


Jan mumbled the appropriate responses and hoped that the officer didn't notice that only one bunk had been 
slept in the night before. The man was garrulous and busied himself tidying the cabin interior as he talked, but 
after they'd double-checked that they had gathered everything Janick told the man to wait for a second while 
he pulled a few bills from his wallet and tucked them beneath an upturned coffee cup on the counter. Bruce 
and the other officer had come in by now and Jan caught Bruce giving him a look when he left the money for 


the owners, but he didn't comment. 


"We'll take you two into Thunder Bay," the first officer said, ‘but l'm afraid you'll have to make your own 


arrangements from there. Bruce, there will be lengthy reports for you to fill out, I'm afraid” 


"| need something from the plane," Jan spoke up suddenly. "It's very important." There was no way he was going 


to leave his guitar in the wilderness. 


"Of course. We'll want to check it over anyway then your company, Bruce, will have to arrange for salvage." 


The MNR man nodded. 


Bruce nodded. It seemed to Jan that he was deliberately not speaking to or interacting with him directly and he 
couldn't help but feel relieved. Thankfully, with the other people present there was no chance of his referring 
to their nocturnal activities anyway. Within half an hour they boarded the Cessna and were introduced to the 
pilot, an older man named Roy, and they skimmed across the lake to the place where the Beaver was bobbing 
dejectedly against the rocks, listing heavily to one side. Jan wanted to jump out and retrieve the guitar himself 
but was told it was too dangerous because one of the pontoons was almost completely submerged by now, so 
the officers retrieved not only the guitar case but his large duffel and Bruce's other bag as well. At last the 
five men were ready to take off. This plane was much quieter than the Beaver and they could carry on a 
conversation during the hour-long ride back to Thunder Bay. Janick was still a bit disoriented, he managed to 
give subdued answers when spoken to but he let Bruce carry on the more detailed account of their two days 
at the cabin. Not everything that happened, obviously, but a concise account of locating the cabin and their 
subsequent stay there. 


They landed not at the dock they had taken off from in Thunder bay but at the Water Aerodrome where the 
MNR and the outfitter who owned the Cessna were based, then they were transported by van to the 
International Airport where the aviation authorities had their offices. Janick had to sit through an official 
account of the emergency landing and sign as to its accuracy, given a cursory physical to ensure he was, 
indeed, uninjured and then told he could attempt arrangements to get to his original destination. He was 
somewhat at a loss; he had been going to Toronto for the guitar competition but he had missed that so he 


phoned the promoters sponsoring him in the competition 


Andy, the agent whose agency had been sponsoring him, greeted him with relief "Janick! Thank God you called, 


we'd been wondering what on earth happened to you!" 


Jan felt almost reluctant to go into an explanation, it sounded so dramatic as to be unbelievable to say that 
he'd been lost in the Canadian bush. "There was an issue with the plane so | was..detained in Canada. l'm sorry | 


missed the contest, | know you were counting on me." 


"Only because you're the best competitor, in my opinion. But listen, man, you still have a chance! Mark Bingham 
won the semifinal but he was disqualified! Turns out he was high as hell on coke at the contest! If you can get 
to New York City by tonight you can compete in the repeat semi-finals!" 


"Tonight!" Jan felt a flutter of excitement and a bit of panic. It was already almost noon, how the hell was he 


to get to New York by night? 
"If you can get a seat on any plane we'll cover the cost. Do what you can and let me know!" 


Andy rang off and Jan stood torn. Across the room Bruce was still going over the incident and filling out 
paperwork and he heard one of the MNR men tell him he had to go to the hospital and have his leg injury 
evaluated for liability purposes. The junior MNR agent stood nearby drinking coffee from a Styrofoam cup. He 


made no bones about having overheard Jan's side of the phone conversation. 


"You know, there's a flight leaving here for JFK every two hours; the next one should be boarding in a half 


hour or so." He mentioned casually. "If you want to check if there's a seat available, you'd better hurry!" 


Jan looked over to where Bruce was engaged with both the MNR and the aviation authorities. He knew he 
should say something to the man after all they had been through, especially in light of the night before, but 
he quailed at the thought. Bruce would be busy for hours with reports and with having his leg examined, and 
Jan knew he wouldn't have a chance to speak to him in private. And even if he did, what would he say? He 


didn't know how to feel about what had occurred, let alone what to say. He turned back to the young agent. 


"Which terminal has the New York flight?" 


Bruce's head was spinning. They gave him form after form to fill out and he had to write out his account of 
the forced landing at least three times. He felt tired and out of sorts. He fleetingly wished he was back in the 
wilderness where at least there was peace and quiet. And where he was with Janick He's scarcely had a 
chance to think, having been awakened by the sound of the search plane, and he'd drank so much coffee his 
nerves were raw. The MNR agent in charge, along with two Canadian aviation authorities, were sitting chatting 
among themselves, giving him a chance to write out his story yet again, but he put his pen down and 
scrubbed his hand across his face. He looked across the room to where he'd seen Janick standing with one of 
the MNR men a few minutes before. Only the MNR man was there now. No doubt Janick stepped out to get 
some fresh air or to use the bathroom, Bruce thought, and with a sigh, he returned to the paperwork. 


Janick was relieved to find there were several vacant seats on the New York plane and he easily scored one. 
Soon he found himself settled in his seat and was gazing out across the tarmac, lost in thought. These had 
been the strangest few days of his life and it felt unreal, the whole thing could have been a vivid dream but 
he knew that it hadn't been. Having gone to the men's room before boarding the plane he'd seen marks on his 
neck, fortunately mostly hidden by his hair, and they were visible reminders of the events of the previous 
night. Even now he felt an urge to hide his face as if he wore the giant word ‘Tart’ written in red across his 


forehead for all to see. 


He knew it shouldn't bother him, that most people would think he was overreacting and that he should have 
enjoyed the encounter then gone on with his life. He didn't know why but he was unable to look at it like that. 
No; that wasn't exactly true. He knew why he couldn't just dismiss it as a chance one-night-stand. It was 


Bruce; there was something about him that had made it different and Janick didn't know how to handle it. 


Sometime later Bruce had finally wrapped up the official reports and had excused himself to visit the 
restroom before being taken to a hospital have his leq examined. On the way he saw the young MNR officer 
that had been standing with Janick earlier. 


"Hey, mate,” he called the man's attention. "Have you seen Janick? The blonde who was lost with me?" 
"Oh, yeah," the man nodded, "I imagine he's on his way to New York by now" 

"New York!" Bruce exclaimed without thinking, "You mean he left?! 

"Yeah, about an hour ago. He said he had to be in New York by tonight! 


Bruce felt like a sheet of ice was forming around his insides. Janick had left without a word, without even 


saying goodbye? Even after what had happened between them? 
He was so stunned the MNR man looked at him curiously. "Are you all right?" 


Bruce forced himself to snap out of it "Yeah, yeah. Just kind of overwhelmed, you know. Been an eventful few 
days." 


The man nodded in understanding and went on his way but when Bruce got in the restroom he splashed water 
on his face, still with a tight, cold feeling inside. He'd thought that at least he and Janick had become friends 
and, if he was honest with himself, he'd hoped that maybe they had become something more. Janick had 
obviously not shared that opinion, and now he was gore. It was extremely unlikely Bruce would ever see him 
again, he knew. What he didn't know was why that thought made him feel like the bottom of his stomach had 


fallen out. 


He was in the bathroom for a long time and when he emerged he found the senior MNR officer looking for 
him. "Bruce, there you arel | think we've got everything sorted out here, though we may need further 


statements once the plane is examined. You can arrange to fly back to St. Paul as soon as you have a doctor 


check you over, if you like." 

"No," Bruce heard himself say, "no, | think | need a little time off. | guess this has shaken me up a bit." 
"L can understand that," the officer nodded. “Is there anything further we can help you with, then?" 
"No, no thanks," Bruce said a bit absently. "You have my cell number if you need me." 


The officer shook his hand and a few minutes later the junior officer escorted him to a hospital a few blocks 
away. An hour later Bruce was walking out of the hospital, unsure what to do next. He knew he didn't feel up 
to going back to work. Brian would understand; it was near the end of the season anyway and Bill, the other 
pilot, could easily cover all the flights. Unable to think clearly at the moment, Bruce gave up and called a taxi 
to take him to a nearby hotel. He didn't understand why his thoughts were in such turmoil. He could have 


blamed it on the adventure in the wilderness but in his heart he knew that it was because of Janick. 


Janick dozed fitfully during the relatively short plane ride to New York but it left him feeling more unsettled 
than ever. Andy had arranged to get him a slot in that night's competition and he had just enough time to find 
a hotel then get to the hall where the contest was taking place, and he was inwardly thankful for the 
distraction. This competition was just as much entertainment as a contest and the hall was filled with guitar 
enthusiasts. The field was narrowed to six serious competitors but there were other guitarists featured 
throughout the night so Janick had plenty of time to prepare, going through his music and losing himself in the 
alternative universe that he always slipped into when playing. 


This time was different, though. Usually, he got so immersed in playing he forgot about the contest, forgot 
about the audience, forgot about everything beyond the music he was creating. Now, though, he felt 
distracted, a little knot of something in his chest nagging at him that he couldn't seem to be able to shake. 


Bruce lay fully clothed in his hotel bed, tossing and turning and unable to relax. He tried to think along practical 
lines; he knew he had to decide what to do as far as his job was concerned. He was fairly certain he'd be found 
blameless in the emergency landing but he wasn't sure he wanted to continue flying with White Bear. He wasn't 
sure what he wanted to do, he only knew he felt restless and uneasy and, try as he might to turn his 
thoughts to other things, they kept drifting back to Janick and to the night before. Finally, he jumped to his 
feet and, before he could think further about it, dialed for a taxi. 


Janick sat backstage awaiting his turn to play and tried to focus on the songs he'd chosen. He'd chosen from 
the hard rock songs he favored and specialized in and was confidant of his ability to play them well; his 
concern was with the distracting tight hollow feeling in his chest. He dared not take time out to analyze it but 
he knew instinctively that Bruce was somehow behind it. At last he was introduced and walked out into the 
lights. The other instruments were deliberately subdued so as to maintain focus on the guitarist's skill and he 
heard the count to Man on the Silver Mountain Taking a breath, he closed his eyes and began to play, his 


fingers finding the strings and frets with apparently no effort at all, flawlessly hitting the notes. The rules 
required each contestant to play two dissimilar songs so he easily sequed into the Rory Gallagher song Alexis. 
When he finished he knew he'd played well technically but he didn't feel the elation that knowledge should have 
brought him. The crowd applauded wildly and he waved, then retreated backstage. The remaining contestants 
rather grudgingly complimented him but Janick merely took his seat to wait out the rest of the competition 


It was almost midnight when Bruce's flight landed at JFK. Oddly enough, he had never been to New York during 
his time of flitting around the world with Judith and was clueless as to how to get around but, inwardly 
cursing himself for yet again doing something impulsive and foolish, he clicked on his phone and started 
Googling. The first thing he learned was that the guitar competition had finished nearly two hours ago but the 
names of the finalists or winners weren't yet available online. Having no better idea, he nevertheless called a 


taxi and asked to be brought to the hall. 


As expected, the building was virtually empty and custodians were cleaning the stage and the aisles. Bruce 
approached the first one he saw. 


"Hey, can you tell me who won the competition tonight?" 
The man looked up with a disinterested air. "An Englishman; | don't remember his name." 
"Any chance he's still here?" 


The man shook his head, "Nope. Nobody here but the cleaning crew. Don't think you're supposed to be here 
either" he said pointedly. 


Bruce sighed. He should have known better than to rush off on a wild goose chase like this. There was no hope 
of finding Janick among the millions of people in New York City. Completely discouraged, Bruce left the concert 
hall and walked aimlessly along the street outside. He was an idiot, he knew. He'd spent money he couldn't afford 
on some whim to follow Janick and he wasn't even sure why. So they had a night of passion, so what? He'd had 
other such nights, there had been a time when it had been a regular thing for him. It was painfully obvious 
that Janick hadn't placed any significance on their encounter; if he had he wouldn't have gone off without even 
a goodbye. So what had he hoped to accomplish by chasing him? It was another of the stupid impulses that 
seemed to define his life. 


Sometime later, Bruce looked up at his surroundings. He hadn't a clue where he was but there were a few 
hotel signs ahead where he would probably be able to get a room for the night. With that thought, he ducked 
into the nearest one and quickly arranged for a room. He was still feeling anxious and unsettled and knew he 
would only lie in bed questioning every decision he'd ever made if he didn't do something to calm himself, so 
before even going up to his room he made his way to the hotel bar. There were several other patrons at the 
bar and Bruce didn't feel like socializing so he took a table near the glass doors leading to the lobby, ordering 
what he anticipated would be the first of several beers. 


Bruce knew he should go back to Minnesota, back to his job. Brian could probably help him locate a winter job 


as he had the previous winter and he could continue living the way he had since Judith divorced him, getting 
by day by day and not looking too far ahead because he was frightened he might see himself still alone in ten 
or twenty years’ time. It wouldn't be a bad life, he reflected, just a lonely one. He knew that this was what had 
been behind his ridiculous attempt to find Janick. Somehow he hadn't felt alone when he was with Janick even 
though they had been the only two human beings in a hundred square miles of wilderness. Why he thought 
Janick would even want to see him again, Bruce didn't know. He had no reason to. He had a life, he had a career 
as a musician and a circle of people around him who cared about him. He'd mentioned his parents, a sister and 
a brother. It was gradually dawning on Bruce with every beer he drank that this was by far the most foolish 
thing he had ever done. 
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The bar was closing and Bruce knew he had to go up to his room. He would get on his phone and text Brian; he 
could probably arrange to be back in St. Paul by tomorrow night. He was getting out his wallet to pay his tab 
when he chanced to look out to the lobby. Beyond a group of Asian tourists checking in at the desk he could 
see a slender man with a guitar case standing with his back to Bruce waiting for the elevator. ‘Great Bruce 


thought to himself, ‘now I'm imagining | see him everywhere | look’ 


The elevator arrived and opened and the man got on, then he turned to face the doors as he pressed the 
button for his floor. Bruce's heart stopped for a half dozen beats. As the elevator doors closed the man looked 
up, looking directly into the bar where Bruce sat. 


Janick was frozen in shock as the elevator doors slid closed in front of him. The man he had just seen in the 
hotel bar looked exactly like Bruce! It couldn't be him, of course. It was absurd to think Bruce would be in New 
York. He was no doubt home in Minnesota by now and had forgotten all about Janick. That thought caused a 
sharp pang somewhere inside of him, which he knew was ridiculous. There was no denying he couldn't get the 
pilot out of his mind; it was incredible that he'd even advanced in the competition, as distracted as he had been 
all day. When the other finalists had suggested going out for a drink Jan had gladly accepted. Anything to keep 
his mind from dwelling on Bruce and their short time together. But it hadn't worked. He'd been withdrawn all 
night, listening to the conversation flow around him as he drank his beer and stared into space. And now he 


was letting his imagination run away with him and seeing Bruce in every man with long brown hair. 


The elevator arrived at his floor but Jan hesitated, then pushed the button to return to the lobby. He knew 
he couldn't rest easy until he'd assured himself that the man in the bar hadn't been Bruce. Telling himself he 


would just have a quick look into the bar to settle his mind, Jan readjusted the gig bag on his back as he rode 
back down to the lobby. The bell dinged and the doors slid open. And standing there in front of him waiting for 


the elevator was Bruce. 


Bruce was stunned speechless. He'd convinced himself that he had been hallucinating, that the man he glimpsed 
couldn't possibly have been Jan and that he was just overtired. And now he stood face to face with Janick and 


the expression on Janick's face was a mix or disbelief and amazement. 


"What..what are you doing here?" Jan was the first to speak The door threatened to close again and he 
reached out to hit the ‘hold: button, his eyes never leaving Bruce. 


Bruce's mind blanked and he said the first thing that came to his mind. "You didn't say goodbye." 


Janick dropped his eyes "I know. l'm sorry." he paused, hesitant, then said, "Can we talk?" 


After a moment Bruce nodded so Jan stepped back to let him enter the elevator and removed his hand from 
the ‘hold button, pushing the one for his floor once again. He was doing these things automatically, his mind 


still reeling from seeing Bruce in the last place he would have expected. 


They rode for a few seconds in a very awkward silence, then Bruce spoke up quietly "I don't know what l'm 
doing here" he admitted. "I just... | didn't want us to part like that, without a word." Being this close to Jan again 
he was overcome with self-doubt and anxiety. He was certain that Jan was going to ask him not to follow him. 
He knew what he had done could be considered stalking and harassment. The elevator arrived at Jan's floor 
once again and with a soft ‘come on’ Jan led the way down the long hallway to his room. Bruce had never felt 
so nervous and he mentally cursed himself for it. What was it about Janick that made him feel and act like a 
completely different person? A vulnerable, sensitive person, completely unlike the smart-mouthed cocky man 


he had been only days before. 


Bruce stood nervously by the door when Jan entered his room and switched on a lamp, putting the guitar case 


down in a corner. He turned to face Bruce. 

"l'm sorry | left that way. It was completely inexcusable and cowardly of me." 

Bruce looked up at the sound of Jan's soft words, one word in particular catching his attention, "Cowardly?" 
"| was... embarrassed, and | didn't know how to deal with it so | took the first excuse | had to leave." 
"Embarrassed about what?" Bruce was puzzled. This wasn't the conversation he had been expecting at all. 


Jan made a sort of all-inclusive gesture with his hand, "About everything! About.. about the way | acted. You 


know..last night." It was difficult for both of them to accept that just a little over twenty four hours had 


passed. 

"| was afraid you would regret it," Bruce said in resignation, lowering his eyes again. 

"That's not what | meant" Jan seemed to be growing exasperated with trying to express himself. "Come all the 
way in, Bruce. Sit down and I'll try to explain what | mean. I'm not even sure | know what | mean," he added 


almost under his breath. 


Bruce sat in the recliner, the only chair in the room, and Jan sat on the end of the bed facing him. He seemed 
to be struggling for words and Bruce didn't press him, letting him think. 


"| don't regret what happened last night, but I'm not sure how to handle it. | don't normally act like that. l'm 


not used to being someone's one night stand." 


"If | thought of you as a one night stand, would | be here right now?" Bruce asked reasonably. He could tell 
from Jan's expression that he hadn't processed it that far yet. 


| can't believe you followed me." Jan said softly, shaking his head slightly. 


‘lm known for doing rash, stupid, impulsive things like this. | know it probably seems like I'm some creepy 


stalker, and I'm sorry. I'll leave if you ask me to." 


Jan looked genuinely surprised, "I don't think that at all. | don't want you to leave, Bruce! | just need to... well, to 


wrap my head around why | acted like such a whore." 
"What? No! You were hot and sexy and passionate; that isn't acting like a whore! Is that what's bothering you?" 


Jan nodded, seemingly reluctant to meet Bruce's eyes. "I've never lost control like that before, it kind of 


freaked me out" 
"It shouldn't! There's nothing at all wrong with expressing how you feel. | know how hard it is and I'm no good 


cringing because he was laying himself open for a world of hurt, "I want to get better at it and l'm going to 
start by telling you that last night meant something to me." There. He said it. He hadn't even been able to 
admit to himself until that moment but now it was out there. He literally held his breath as he waited for 


Janick's response. 

Jan didn't reply right away, he seemed to be a little stunned by Bruce's proclamation. He was looking at Bruce 
with those clear blue eyes as though he could see right through him but instead of feeling threatened by it, 
Bruce found it oddly comforting, 


"It meant something to me too, Bruce. | guess that's why I'm so fucking confused 


Bruce nodded because he'd been feeling something similar "What part of it confuses you?" he asked quietly. He 
found that he wanted very much to know what Jan was thinking. 


Jan made a helpless gesture "All of it, | guess. | can't help but think that if we hadn't been in such unusual 


situation nothing would ever have happened between us." 


This rather surprised Bruce "I don't know if anything..physical would have happened if we hadn't been lost but | 


know | was attracted to you from the first moment | saw you" he confessed. 


Jan smiled a little "Really? | know when | first saw you | thought I'd never seen anyone like you. The last thing | 


expected was to run into another Brit, and one that looks like you." 
"Looks like me?" Bruce wasn't sure what Jan was saying. 


"Yeah," Jan was smiling now but his eyes were serious, "someone as good looking. Someone as..as sexy." He 
flushed a little upon saying that but his gaze never wavered. 


Bruce felt his heart jump just a little on hearing Jan call him sexy but he wasn't sure what to say to that: 
After a minute of t awkward silence he asked something he'd been wondering about ever since he arrived in 


New York. "How did you do in the competition tonight?" 


Janick couldn't suppress a grin. "I won tonight and advanced to the finals. The winner will be chosen from three 


of us in London the day after tomorrow." 

'So..you're going back to England tomorrow?" 

Jan nodded, "Yeah." He was surprised at the reluctance he felt at the prospect. This competition was important 
to his career and he had a real shot at winning it. If he won he could gain all sorts of exposure and bands 
would take notice of him, but the excitement of that was dimmed by the idea of leaving Bruce four thousand 


miles away. "I want to stay in touch with you, Bruce." 


Bruce felt his heart warm "I do too." The two men exchanged numbers then a stilted silence set in Bruce 


stood. 


| should go to my room now. Its been a long, long day." He started for the door but suddenly he felt Jan come 
up behind him and lay a hand on his shoulder. 


"Bruce?" His soft voice was hesitant, "Do you want to spend the night in my room?" 


Bruce turned, almost convinced he'd misunderstood him. One look told him he hadn't. Jan removed his hand 


from Bruce's shoulder and stood somewhat uncer tainly before him. 


"You know | want to," Bruce said, his voice low and husky, "but." and he couldn't believe he was trying to 


discourage Janick, "isn't that the very thing that makes you uncomfortable with me?" 


Janick shook his head without breaking eye contact, "Not now that | know this isn't just some whim on your 
part, just some way to kill time and get laid while waiting for the search party. | don't want to be the guy you 
tell your friends about someday ‘| had a wild fuck in a cabin in the woods but | don't remember the guy's 


name’. 


Bruce stepped closer to Jan, speaking low and serious. It was important to him that Jan know this "That is not 
going to happen. | would never forget your name; | could never forget anything about youl" He reached up and 
laid his palm on Jan's face, leaning in and touching his lips to the blonde's. The kiss was surprisingly sweet and 
gentle but it was a moment before Jan returned it. 


Janick was shaking inside. Bruce's closeness, the warm expression in his usually sharp brown eyes and the soft 
Tone in his voice reassured him even more than words that Bruce wasn't merely using him. After all, he had 
followed him to New York Jan still couldn't quite accept it but Bruce was here, his arms were circling around 
Jan and the pressure of the kiss was increasing and Jan felt the same heightened awareness, the same surging 
excitement that Bruce had sparked in him at the cabin. Jan let himself melt into Bruce's kiss and he felt none 
of the disquiet that had been plaguing him all day. All he felt was the electricity building between them and he 
found himself walking backward toward the bed still wrapped in the kiss until he tumbled back on the mattress, 
dragging Bruce with him. 

Bruce braced himself so he didn't fall on top of Jan but he didn't pause, his kisses now working along Jan's 
strong jaw and along his neck, little nips interspersed among the kisses and licks until he heard Jan moan softly 
beneath him, a sound that made his breath catch and his dick throb. Jan's hands were running up his spine 
beneath the back of his shirt and pulling him tighter, his hips moving against Bruce's making it obvious how 
hard and needy he already was. Bruce had never encountered such a sexual dynamo, Janick's quiet manner 
completely morphed into an impassioned frenzy and he was pulling Bruce's shirt up so Bruce quickly discarded 
it, tugging Jan's up and over his head as well. Before he could further explore the smooth pale chest however 
Jan attacked his own chest with zeal, nipping and kissing until he reached Bruce's nipples then slowing and 
sensuously licking and sucking, making Bruce groan and reach for the snap of Jan's jeans. It was difficult to 


reach because of the way Jan was lavishing him with attention and he eventually had to gently push Jan back. 


They were lying side-by-side now and as Bruce worked on Jan's pants he felt the other man's long fingers on 
his own, undoing them and easing the zipper down even as they once again dissolved into deep impassioned 
kisses. In less than a minute they were both naked, hands wandering and exploring, mouths following as they 
got completely caught up in the sensations. Janick felt like his heartbeat was out of control as Bruce skimmed 
kisses down his chest and when he chanced across a nipple he gave it a little nip, causing Jan's breath to 
catch. It was happening again, Janick thought, he was feeling arousal take him over like nothing he'd ever known 
before and somehow he knew it was only because it was Bruce, that he wouldn't react that way to anyone 
else. By the time Bruce worked his way down to his groin he was actually whimpering with want, urging Bruce 


on. 


Bruce felt a need to prolong this. Maybe inside he realized that with Jan leaving for England the next day this 


could be their last night together . Maybe their last night ever. He pushed that thought aside and 
concentrated on learning just how and where to touch Jan to make his hips jerk and his hands tighten in his 
hair. When he finally took Jan into his mouth he was nearly as worked up as Jan was, completely into what he 
was doing and oblivious to everything else, not minding how Jan pulled at his hair but focusing only on the 
textures and tastes he was experiencing. He wanted to go slow but he couldn't and Jan was urging him on with 
broken encouragements mixed with moans that told Bruce he was getting close. Part of him didn't want it to 
be over but a bigger part of him was driven to take Jan over the edge and he doubled his efforts, working his 
mouth the way he knew felt good on himself. 


Moments later Jan came with a choked cry and Bruce looked up to see a sight he thought was the most 
erotic thing he'd ever seen. Jan's head was thrown back on the pillow, his long hair spread wildly around him, 
his face a mask of ecstasy and the creamy white skin of his chest glistening with a sheen of perspiration 
When the aftershocks diminished he fell back against the bed trying to regain his breath and Bruce didn't let 
him go until he was certain Jan was finished, even then kissing his way back up to Jan's face. Jan's eyes 
opened, looking up at Bruce with such open honest emotion that Bruce's heart flipped inside his chest. Jan 
reached up and pressed his hand to Bruce's cheek, his expression warm and intimate, and Bruce felt like time 


stood still for a minute. 


Then Janick was kissing him and Bruce felt his hand slip between hem to grasp him, softly at first but when 
he felt how hard Bruce was he tightened his grip and traced a line of kisses down Bruce's jaw and behind his 


ear, 


"| want you to fuck me," Jan breathed warm and moist in Bruce's ear, and Bruce felt significantly closer to 
orgasm from just hearing those words. He could only reply with a moan, remembering the incredible feeling of 
being inside Jan. Within minutes they were joined and Bruce was trembling on the brink, Jan's long, thin legs 
wrapped around his thighs. Jan was hard again, his stamina somewhat astonishing to Bruce, and moments after 
Bruce reached an earth-shattering orgasm he followed suit, his legs tightening around Bruce as he cried out. 
Exhaustion from their long eventful day overtook them both almost immediately and they fell asleep wrapped 
in a tangle of limbs and long hair. 


Chapter Ten 
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Chapter Ten 


When Janick awoke the next morning it took him a moment to orient himself. He was lying on his side facing a 
window in a room he didn't at first recognize and the sun was streaming in across the bed. He moved to roll 
away from the brightness but there was a warm solid weight against his back. Looking down he saw a hairy, 
muscular arm around his waist and it all came back to him. He'd done it again, he'd let his ridiculous attraction 
to Bruce lead him into spending the night with him again. He had no idea why Bruce had followed him to New 
York; the excuse of not wanting to part so abruptly without saying goodbye struck him as weak and contrived 
in the bright light of day. Bruce was a difficult man to read, he seemed to be so used to hiding his true 
feelings that it was automatic to him by now and Janick instinctively knew it was hard for him to speak 
frankly. Still, when he told Janick that the night in the cabin had meant something to him Jan somehow knew it 


wasn't just a line. 


Jan's flight to London was at two that afternoon and he wondered what Bruce was going to do after he left. 
Find his way back to Minnesota, no doubt. But sitting there watching Bruce sleep he felt an unexpectedly 
profound sadness at the thought of them parting yet again. He knew he couldn't just slip away this time, he 
had to look Bruce straight in the eye and tell him goodbye knowing it was possible he would never see him 
again. That realization felt like something twisting inside Jan and he reached out to gently touch Bruce, stroking 
his hair back from his face. Bruce smiled a bit in his sleep as Jan touched him and Jan felt a realization hit 
him like a lightning bolt. He was in love with Bruce! Janick rubbed his hands across his face and back through 
his tangled hair. How could he have let this happen? This was what he had been trying to run away from and 
he hadn't been able to escape it. Now what the hell was he supposed to do? They scarcely knew one another 
and they had completely separate lives on two different continents. Unwilling to think further about it, Jan 
abruptly got out of bed and went into the bathroom to take a hot shower. Bruce rolled over restlessly when 


Jan left the bed but still didn't awaken. 


Bruce opened his eyes with difficulty, squinting into the sunshine. After a moment his vision cleared and he 
saw Janick standing looking out the window, fully dressed but with his damp hair curling from the shower. The 
sunlight brought out pure gold highlights and Bruce lay watching for a moment before speaking. 


"Good morning" 

Jan turned and smiled, but there was an unmistakable sadness to it. "Morning, Bruce." 

"What time is it?" Bruce struggled to sit up, looking for the bedside clock. 

"Half past ten. You can sleep longer if you want to, we don't have to be out of the room until noon" 


"No," Bruce swung his legs to the floor and rubbed the heels of his hands across his eyes. He was somehow 
reluctant to stand up in the nude, which was ridiculous considering the things he and Jan had done. His bag sat 
near the door where he'd dropped it the night before, "umm, can you hand me my bag?" 


After Jan brought it to him he rummaged inside for his toiletries and a change of clothes then ducked quickly 
into the bathroom. Once in the shower Bruce leaned back against the tub enclosure, closed his eyes, and let 
the hot water course over him. Janick would be leaving today, he knew, and he also knew he had to get back to 
St, Paul. Both realities filled him with dismay. He had only been biding his time working for White Bear, unwilling 
to think about what to do next with his life, and the idea of going back held no appeal. It wasn't the near 
calamity of his last flight making him feel this way; he had no intention of giving up flying. But he felt restless. 
There had been a time he would simply have gone off on his own way without a thought but he couldn't bring 
himself to do that now. The idea of just wandering away without a word of explanation to his boss or his 
landlord seemed immature and thoughtless so no matter what he did next he had to go back and wrap things 
up. He knew, though, that he simply couldn't go on the way he had been and the reason for that was simple. 
Meeting Janick had changed everything. 


When he emerged from the bathroom shaved and dressed in his last pair of clean jeans and a tee he found 
Janick just returning to the room with a tray of assorted donuts and fruits as well as a carafe of coffee 
from the hotel's continental breakfast. Sitting down on the end of the bed and helping himself Bruce asked 


Janick a question though he wasn't sure he wanted to hear the answer. 
"How soon do you have to leave?" he hated how hesitant he sounded but there was no fixing it now. 


lll have to head to the airport by noon" Janick busied himself stirring powdered creamer in his coffee, not 


meeting Bruce's eyes. 
g Y 


"We will keep in touch, right?" Bruce ventured, thinking that people exchange numbers all the time and only a 
very few ever actually follow up on it. He hadn't kept in touch with anyone he used to know after he decided 
to stay in America, but he didn't miss any of them. They had been Judith's snooty partying friends for the 
most part, he was glad to be away from them and any reminders of how foolish he had been to ever become 


a part of that lifestyle. 


Janick nodded, looking up and meeting Bruce's gaze, his eyes deep and unreadable. Bruce felt somewhat 


breathless looking into those clear gray orbs. After a moment Jan spoke. 


"Are you heading back to Minnesota, then?" 

Bruce nodded, still unable to look away. "Yeah. | have to quit my job and get my things from my apartment." He 
spoke without giving himself time to second guess the decision he had been contemplating ever since the 
rescue. 

"You're leaving your job?" Jan was obviously surprised. 

Bruce nodded. "I..l'm leaving America." 

"But... why? Where will you go?" Janick was completely taken aback. He hadn't expected this at all. 


Bruce took a deep breath. He had to lay his cards on the table even though he knew he was putting himself in 


hastily, "If you aren't open to that, | understand. But | still want to go home. It's time | did something 
productive with my life. I'm twenty-five years old, | can't be a shiftless bum forever." 


Janick sat looking stunned, a half-eaten apple held forgotten in his hand. "Are you serious? About us continuing 


to see each other, | mean?" 


Bruce nodded solemnly without hesitation. "If you're not interested, thats okay. It's understandable..." he trailed 
off. 


Janick interrupted him, "No, I'm interested. Very interested. Just surprised." 


"At first | thought it was just because of the weird circumstances, you know?" Bruce admitted "We were 
thrown together and things happened. But when you left Canada and | thought I'd never see you or hear from 


here, | certainly didn't expect to spend the night with you. | only knew | couldn't face letting you slip away 
without trying, you know?" 


Janick was smiling "l'm glad you did," he said softly, "and obviously | can't run away from you." He grinned then, 
"You won't let mel" 


Bruce had to chuckle but immediately turned serious "I don't want you to feel l'm pressuring you or anything, 


Janick. If | think too much about it, it scares the hell out of me. But | want to try." 


"So do |," Jan's voice fell to nearly a whisper and he moved from the desk where he had been sitting to sit 


next to Bruce. "We don't really know each other, and | want to get to know you." 


Bruce took his hand, intertwining their fingers. "It will probably take several days for me to wrap things up in 
St. Paul. | don't even know where I'll go when | get to the UK. but at least we'll be in the same country.’ 


"I have a flat in one of the less expensive areas just outside London" Jan offered tentatively. "Maybe..you could 
find something near there?" 


"I could look into that" Bruce nodded, pleased that Jan suggested he live near him. "I do have a bit of money 
saved up." Bruce had been living very frugally in St. Paul, sort of as overcompensation for having been so 
careless with money when with Judith. He had seen quite a bit of poverty during the months he had been 
flying around Ontario, especially among the aboriginal inhabitants. The squalor of some of the isolated First 
Nation villages he had seen was a serious slap in the face when he thought about how lavishly he had spent 
Judith's money. 


Jan smiled, his relief obvious, "I could help you look for a place. But maybe, until you find something, you could, 
umm... stay with me?" The look on his face told Bruce he was a little surprised at himself for offering that 
and he hastened to add, "I don't mean that to sound... the way it sounds. Like there are strings." 


Bruce squeezed his hand, "I know. And Id like that, thanks." Moved by a wave of warmth for the blonde, Bruce 
reached up with his free hand and gently brushed Jan's hair back from his face. Jan turned to face him and 
Bruce had the impression he was about to say something, but instead he just smiled. Bruce was unable to help 
himself, he leaned and kissed Jan, softly at first but when he felt Jan return the kiss and when Jan's hand slid 
from his shoulder down his back to pull him closer he couldn't stop. He deepened the kiss and within minutes 
they were lying across the bed, arms and legs intertwined as their kisses grew in intensity. 


Jan's mind was a whirlwind but a small corner retained awareness that he was doing it yet again, he was losing 
control in a way he had never experienced before meeting Bruce. Soon the only sounds in the room soft gasps 
and moans. Bruce's mouth was hot and moist on Jan as they shifted into a sixty-nine position and he felt 
himself spiraling out of control so he forced himself to slow down, focusing on the task at hand and trying to 
stave off the escalating passion Bruce made him feel like he was moments from orgasm from the moment he 
first took him into his mouth but Jan knew that this would be the last time they would be able to do this for 
a while, maybe ever, so he drew it out as long as he possibly could Unlike the previous times, this time Bruce 
reached completion first and as Jan took everything he had to give he slipped over the edge himself, 


encompassed in a strong orgasm that felt like it was shaking his very soul. 


They lay together after the aftershocks subsided and Jan felt Bruce's fingers combing through his hair, then 
he felt the other man place a soft kiss to his forehead. That simple gesture cemented Jan's certainty that he 
was in love, it was touching and sweet and gentle and made him feel so emotional he felt his eyes tear up. He 
turned his head away, unwilling for Bruce to see, but Bruce caught his chin in his hand and turned him back to 
face him. 


"What's wrong?" It was asked with honest concern and only served to make Jan more emotional than he 


already was. 


"Nothing," he tried to smile. "I just don't want to leave here. | don't.." his voice fell, and though he was facing 


Bruce he still cast his eyes down, avoiding Bruce's intense gaze "| don't want to leave you." 


"If | could, | would go with you Today. If you ask me to, | will” Bruce said that without thinking but he meant 


every word. 


Jan had to smile then and looked back at Bruce, "No, | know you can't do that. Just... just try to come as soon 


as you can. And call me." 
‘| will,” Bruce was visibly moved. "I promise. As soon as | know your plane has landed l'Il call." 
Jan smiled, "That will be, like, five in the morning here." 


"So what? | should be back in St Paul by then if | can get a flight, and..." he touched Jan's face softly, "and lll 


be missing you." 


Jan couldn't stop himself from smiling. He knew he was feeling these things far too soon but he didn't question 


his emotions. 


Bruce rode with Jan to the airport, intending to try to find a flight back to St. Paul as soon as he saw Jan off. 
He wasn't prepared for the sharp stab he felt in his chest, though, when Jan gave him a backward glance as 
he stepped into the jetway. Bruce managed to snag a seat on a budget flight to Minneapolis that was leaving in 
two hours so he found his gate and sat gazing out of the window down onto the tarmac, lost in thought. The 
airport was vast and very busy, busier than any where Bruce himself had worked, and he was wondering if he 
could return to working as a commercial pilot after almost five years of being more-or-less independent. He 


would have to update his qualifications to meet the UK. requirements but he had no qualms about that. 


He was still nervous, however. One of the reasons he had jumped into marriage with Judith was that he had 
always shied away from responsibility. Being married to a wealthy woman and roaming the world without a 
care had seemed the ideal opportunity. He hadn't been in love with Judith and he knew she hadn't been in love 
with him, but that hadn't been a priority to either of them at the time. If he had known then that it was 


possible to feel the things he was feeling for Janick, he would never have considered settling for anything less. 


The sun was setting when his plane set down at MSP and he took one of the waiting taxis to his modest studio 
apartment, calling Brian during the forty-five-minute ride. He simply told the other man he would be at White 
Bear's office in the morning and that he needed to talk to him. Once he arrived home he booted up his 
battered laptop and started researching what he would need to do to update his qualifications in Britain. When 
he finally went to bed he set his alarm for five AM, knowing Janick would be safely landed in London by then 


He fell asleep imagining he still had the scent of Jan in his nostrils. 


Chapter Eleven 
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Chapter Eleven 


Janick dozed most of the flight to England but arrived with a dull headache feeling unrested. It was almost 
dawn in London and the familiar feeling of a huge city coming to life surrounded him as he picked his car up 
from long-term parking and drove the distance to his flat, an upstairs apartment in an older housing complex 
on a quiet back street. He tossed his duffel into the bedroom and was putting a kettle on in hopes some coffee 
would wake him up enough to get some practice in before the nights competition when his mobile rang. He 
smiled when he saw Bruce's number. A small part of him hadn't believed the other man would really call until 
that moment. 

"Hey" he answered softly. 

"Hey yourself. How was your flight?" 


"Well we didn't put down in the wilderness so it wasn't as bad as some I've had" he joked. 


Bruce's chuckle in his ear made his heart feel a little buzz of warmth "I just got up. l'm going in and talk to 


Brian in a little while but | won't know until later when | can tie things up here and..and come home." 


He said the word ‘home’ as though he wasn't used to hearing himself call Britain home, making Jan resolve to 
do anything he could to ease Bruce's transition back into life there. 


‘lm going to try to wake up a bit, | slept like shit on the plane, then get in some practice." 
"I wish | could be there to see you in the competition" Bruce's voice was wistful. "I haven't seen you play yet” 


"The contest may be on YouTube or something but I'd rather you wait until | can play just for you." Jan told 
him. 


"You'll win tonight, you know." Bruce said softly, making Jan laugh. 


"How would you know? You just pointed out you've never seen me play." 


"Doesn't matter. You're good, you wouldn't have gotten this far if you weren't. Will you call me and let me 


know how it went?" 
"Yeah. It will probably be six or seven PM. there when it's all over." 
"IIl be waiting to hear from you." 


Jan felt considerably better after talking to Bruce. The building where he lived was occupied mostly by 
business workers who commuted into London to work leaving him free to play in the daytime without fear of 
bothering anyone, so he took his coffee into the living room, plugging in his Strat and running through the 
songs he intended to play at the competition Though he was no longer disconcerted by his thoughts of Bruce 
he couldn't stop himself from seeing the pilot's face in his mind when he closed his eyes to play. IT was 
distracting, though in a good way, but he knew he had to put one hundred percent of his focus on his playing 
so he tried to forcibly push thoughts of Bruce away. It didn't work, so after a couple of hours he gave up and 


let his weariness overtake him, lying down for a two hour nap. 
Bruce dreaded the necessary talk with Brian and half hoped the other man wouldn't be in yet when he pushed 
the office door open. No such luck. Brian was a man in his forties, an outdoors type with a fisherman's tan and 


an open, genial manner. As soon as he saw Bruce he leapt up from behind the desk with a grin 


"Hey, there he is, the survivalist! | was just going over the preliminary report from the aviation authorities, it 


was in my email this morning.” 

"Oh? Did they find out why the plane's system failed?" 

Brian nodded, "It seems that there were inferior parts used when we had the plane overhauled last winter. 
There was a recall on the voltage regulator but the facility conveniently forgot to inform us. The company 
bigwigs may sue, but that's their problem. The bottom line is, you were blameless and took the proper actions 
in making the emergency landing.’ 

"Good," Bruce said, sitting across from Brian, "because l'Il need a spotless record when | apply for my next job." 
"Next job?" Brian looked surprised, "Are you trying to tell me you're quitting White Bear?" 


Bruce sighed and nodded, "I'm sorry, Brian, but | think its time for me to return to England" 


Brian nodded almost as if he expected this. "I understand. You aren't the first pilot to get spooked after an 


emergency." 
Its not that, exactly. l.l just feel like | should go back where | belong.” 


"You belong behind the controls of a plane." Brian pointed out. 


‘lm not quitting flying; in fact I'm looking into some positions back home already. | need to know how soon you 


can spare me." 


Brian ran a hand through his hair, "Well, it is the end of the season. Bill can probably take the remaining flights 
and if we need more help we can call in a favor from Danny." Danny Crowell ran a small two-plane operation 
out of the same hangar as White Bear. "So | guess | can let you go right away, as much as | hate to lose you." 
He stood and shook Bruce's hand. 


Two hours later Bruce had cleared his belonging from his locker at the hangar and had Brian print off an 
official accident report absolving him of any blame for the emergency with the Beaver as well as a letter of 


reference. 


The talk with his landlord that afternoon didn't go quite as smoothly. The only way he could get out of his 
lease was to forfeit his deposit on the apartment and pay the upcoming months' rent as compensation. It didn't 
sound fair to Bruce but he didn't feel like fighting it, even though it would leave him with a lot less money for 
his return to England. He remembered how expensive it was to live anywhere near London and he knew he 
wanted to live near Janick, so he could only hope he found another job right away. Even though Janick had 
offered to let him stay with him Bruce was reluctant to stay any longer than necessary. It was partly 
because he didn't want Jan to think he would take advantage of him but another reason was Bruce's 
determination to stand on his own two feet for once in his life. When he met Judith he had been fresh out of 
pilots training and had only been working at the airline for six months but he knew most men his age had been 
holding down jobs and facing responsibilities for six or eight years by now. He felt he had to prove himself and 
in the back of his mind he knew that meeting Janick had been the incentive for him to make a real effort at 
being an adult. 


The final round of the Ultimate Guitar competition was being held in a large concert hall and, like the 
preliminary rounds, it was preceded by a guitar exhibition showcasing guitarists of every genre. Janick arrived 
early and, as much as he wanted to deny it, he was nervous. There were dozens of people backstage including 
the other two finalists and perhaps thirty or forty people who were performing in the exhibitions. Janick 
helped himself to a bottle of water provided by the sponsors, not wanting to drink anything stronger until 
after he had performed, found a seat, and took out his Strat to polish and tune it. He was engrossed in that 


when he heard someone call his name. 
"Janick! Is that really you, mate?" 


He looked up in surprise, not locating the source of the voice at first but then a young man with curly brown 


hair came his way. 


"Colin!" Jan greeted him, feeling his stomach lurch a bit. Colin had been the bassist with the band Janick had 

been with before he and John had parted ways. Jan had studiously avoided anyone he had known in those days 
since the breakup, deliberately staying clear of any place he might have encountered them. And this was why; 
the moment he recognized Colin the fateful night of nearly a year before flashed through his mind. They had 


been backstage after a successful gig at a London club. Everything was normal, spirits were high, the band 
was having beers with the scattering of others who were always backstage after shows, and Janick had no 
inkling of what was coming until he rounded a corner on his way to the loo and stopped short, his heart in his 
mouth. John was ahead of him in an open doorway with his arms around one of the boys Jan had seen 
backstage, a skinny kid barely out of his teens. He must have made a sound because John looked up and saw 
him. His face registered surprise for a moment then he just stepped out into the hall, leading the strange kid 
by the hand. 


"Um, Jan, this is Benny. | think you should probably find another place to stay tonight. And maybe start 


auditioning for a new band" 


That had been all John had said, and he hadn't sounded particularly apologetic. Colin had been the one to take 
Janick home that night after he got so pissed he couldn't walk straight, and he'd stayed with Colin for a few 
days until he found a bedsit of his own. Luckily he had some money put aside because it was almost two 
months before he found work as a fill-in guitarist for a band playing classic rock covers. From that job he had 
drifted into session work and that was where Andy had heard him and offered to sponsor him in the Ultimate 
Guitar competition Now sitting here next to Colin it was like the no time had passed since John had betrayed 
him and he listened with only half his attention as Colin sat down next to him and chattered on about what he 
had been doing since they had last seen one another, telling him that he was here tonight as part of the bass 


demonstrations. 


"| saw your name on the finalists list," Colin was saying, "and | hoped I'd run into you. You look good, Jan, but 


how have you really been?" 


Colin had turned somber and Jan knew he, too, was remembering that night. He knew Colin had heard him 
crying at night while he was staying with him and he was grateful the other man never mentioned it. But then 
he suddenly remembered the events of the past week. 


"I am good. Really good" Jan smiled. "I've been in America and Canada and I'm..happy." The moment he said it he 
realized it was true. He still felt the bitterness of John's ending their relationship so abruptly, but he didn't 
feel the heartbreaking pain. When he thought of Bruce he couldn't clearly remember John's face. 


Colin was watching his face but when he understood that Jan was being honest and that he really was doing 
well, he smiled. 

lm glad to hear it mate, | really am. If you've been out of the country you probably haven't heard, but the 
old band broke up last spring. I'm with a metal band out of Essex now, we're doing pretty good." 


Janick could tell Colin was expecting him to ask about John but he had no interest in doing so. He didn't care 
what John was doing. He was beyond it, he had moved on and met Bruce who stirred feelings in him that he 
could never have imagined existed when he was with John. He would be talking with Bruce later and, hopefully, 
in a few days Bruce would be here with him. The two men talked then about the current music scene until 
Colin had to leave for his bass exhibition He told Jan that he would try to keep in touch but Jan didn't give 


him his phone number. He had nothing against Colin as a person but he was a link to a past that Janick was 


happy to leave behind. 


When the time for the competition finals arrived Jan found he was no longer nervous, somehow talking with 
Colin had reminded him that whether he won or lost the competition, he still had a bright future as long as he 
could envision Bruce as a part of it. He knew he did well when he left the stage, the crowd was applauding 
wildly and the panel of judges were all busily scribbling down notes when he went to stand with the other two 
finalists at the edge of the stage. The results were announced after an interminable wait, and Janick placed 
second. He was content with that, it was enough to hopefully attract some work. Second place had a prize of 
three thousand pounds and a guaranteed mention in the music trade journals and some of the guitar 
magazines. He had placed second in a competition he had originally been skeptical about entering and he was 
pleased, but he only stayed to have one celebratory beer before driving home looking forward to Bruce's 


promised call. 


Chapter Twelve 
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Chapter Twelve 


Jan took time for a quick shower before opening a beer and phoning Bruce. The call wasn't answered right 


away but after ten rings Bruce answered. 

"Janick?" 

"Yeah it's me. | came in second." 

"You should have wonl" Bruce proclaimed without hesitation. 

Jan laughed, "I'm going to remind you again that you haven't heard me play yet!" 

" Hey, I'm just supporting my boyfriend!" Then Bruce caught himself, but it was too late. 
"Your...what?" Jan asked. He sounded as though he believed he's misunderstood. 


"l'm sorry, Janick. That just slipped out, | shouldn't have said that" Damn it, Bruce cursed himself. The last 


thing he wanted was to scare Jan away. 
Jan could feel his heart pounding in his throat. "Have you really been thinking about us like that?" 

"Well, yeah, but.. | know I'm getting ahead of myself. We haven't even known one another a week" 

"| don't mind if you think of us that way because | have to admit | kind of do, too” Janick admitted softly 
After a moment of silence, Bruce spoke. "I guess I'd better get my ass over there as soon as possible, right! 


"Do you have any idea yet when you can be here?" Jan asked hesitantly. 


"| quit my job today, and told my landlord I'm leaving," he didn't mention having to pay penalties for breaking 
the lease. "I have to get rid of my furniture, | have the Salvation Army coming to pick some of it up in the 
morning, and l'm having Brian sell my truck for me. | think | can get a flight to London for Friday." 


Friday was in two more days. Janick felt himself smiling. "Good." 


Bruce could almost hear the sexy vibration in Janick's voice and he unconsciously reached for his groin. "I wish 


| could be there right now," he said softly. "I miss you, Janick" 
"I wish you were here too. I'd like nothing more right now than to kiss you." 


Bruce tightened his hand on himself "If | start thinking about kissing you I'll have to jerk off, so we'd better 
change the subject." 


Jan giggled "And if you start talking about jerking off lII have to jerk off too! 
Bruce felt his breath catch at the very thought. "Maybe we should" 

"Should what?" 

"You know. Have phone sex" 


Jan burst out laughing but there was both embarrassment and interest in the laugh. "I don't think | could do 
that, Bruce." 


"Why not? Don't tell me you never masturbate." 


"Bruce!" Even though he knew Bruce couldn't see him Janick covered his face with his hand. Truth to tell, he 
had been masturbating fairly often over the past couple of days, thinking about Bruce. 


"All right, | won't ask that of you." Bruce relented. "It won't stop me from doing it later, though. | get hard 
every time | think about you." 


Jan found himself both intrigued and turned on and he spoke on impulse, "You don't have to wait until later. Do 


it now!" 


"Only if you will too." Bruce's hand was already in his jeans and now he unzipped them. "And you have to tell 


me what you're doing." 


"Jesus, Bruce!" Jan exclaimed, but there was no going back now. He was already hard and when he heard the 
sound of a zipper he couldn't help but touch himself. Bruce coaxed him to describe what he was doing and Jan 
could tell from the sound of Bruce's voice and his breathing what he was doing. He closed his eyes and sat 


back in the chair, spreading his long legs in front of him as he pictured Bruce in his mind. He found Bruce's 


muscular body and abundant body hair incredibly sexy and when Bruce began to describe what he wanted to 
do to Jan when he saw him Jan's reluctance flew out the window. The phone line was soon filled with heavy 
breathing and gasps as they became totally immersed in what they were doing and somewhat to Jan's surprise 
he found himself being swept away with the overwhelming passion that only Bruce had ever been able to bring 


out in him, even from four thousand miles away. 
Jan heard Bruce curse under his breath, then he moaned out Jan's name with a huff of air. Jan instinctively 
knew Bruce had reached orgasm, and as soon as that realization crossed his mind he was swept off into a 


hard orgasm of his own, his hips lifting from his chair and his body shaking from the intensity of it. 


They fell silent for a minute then Bruce spoke, his voice low and thick "I'd give anything to have been there 


just now. I've never done that over the phone before." 

"ve never even thought about doing it over the phone before," Jan's breath was still short, "but | kind of liked 
it" That was a major understatement; he was even now reaching for the Kleenex box on the table next to the 
chair. "But | don't think I'll do it again until you're here with me." 

"| definitely liked it" Bruce laughed, "but I'll wait, too. | want the real thing.’ 


"Me too." 


Jan was awakened the next morning by the insistent ringing of his phone. His first thought was ‘Bruce’ but 
when he picked it up the number on the display was Andy's. 


"Hey, congrats mate!" the man greeted him. 

"I didn't come in first, you know." Jan pointed out, raking his hand through his tangled hair. 

"Second place is good enough, man. I've gotten three calls already this morning from people who saw your name 
on the contest website. Two were studios looking for a session guitarist but the third one is for lead guitarist 
for a progressive metal band. And | think you'll be surprised to hear the name of the band" 

He had Jan's attention now "Well, who is it?" 


"Thunderburst. Their manager called our office first thing this morning asking if you would be interested. 


"Fuck yeah, l'm interested!" Jan sat upright, wide awake now. Thunderburst was one most popular progressive 


metal bands in Europe. "But why do they need a new lead guitarist?" 


‘Same old story," Andy sighed, "Drugs. They had to let the old one go; they're a drug-free band. It isn't an 
open audition, they only deal with agencies like ours but when they heard about last night's competition they 


specifically asked about you." 


The audition was to be held Friday afternoon and Jan went on the quiz Andy for details and go over the time 
and location, then as soon as he was off the phone with Andy Jan sent Bruce a text relaying the news. It was 
the middle of the night in America, but he would get it as soon as he woke up. Too buoyed up now to go back 
to sleep Janick got up for the day and spent most of the day brushing up on the Thunderburst songs he 
already knew and familiarizing himself with ones he didn't. Just after three in the afternoon his phone rang 
again and this time when he looked at the readout he smiled. It was Bruce. 


"Hil" he greeted him. It had been on the tip of his tongue to say ‘hi love' but he bit it back just in time. 


"Good morning," Bruce replied, "or at least it's morning here. | couldn't call until now, the charity van came for 


my luggage and woke me up about an hour ago." 
"Did you get my text?" 


"Yeah. It's a fantastic opportunity, | know you'll get in the band!" Thunderburst was one of Bruce's favorite 
bands. Though they weren't well known in America, Bruce had been a fan long before he left Britain in spite of 
the derision Judith and her pop music loving friends had for metal bands. He asked about the departing 
guitarist and Jan filled him on the little he knew, then Bruce asked when the audition was. 


"Tomorrow afternoon at four." 


"Great!" Then he immediately exclaimed "Oh, shit! The only flight that | could get leaves here at 10:30 tonight 
so I'll get there at 4:45 UK. time tomorrow. But that's fine, I'll either wait for you or | can take a taxi. That is, 
if you give me your address," he laughed. 

"The audition is all the way down in Blackheath." Jan told him after reciting his address. "| suppose you had 


better take a taxi, it could be hours before | can get to the airport. Damn it, | really wanted to pick you up, 
Bruce." 


"A few more hours won't make that much of a difference, especially if you have a chance to be in 


Thunderburst. Don't worry about it” 
"Yeah, but..." 
"But nothing! This audition is important, Jan, and we have all the time in the world to be together afterwards." 


Reluctantly Jan agreed and texted Bruce his address, telling him he would hide a key to the flat on the ledge 


over the door. "I think I'm more excited to see you than | am about this audition," he confessed. 


Bruce laughed, but he was touched by the tone of Jan's voice; he could tell Jan wasn't exaggerating. "I'll be 


there when you get home and we can celebrate you're getting in the band” 


Jan laughed, "I don't think they'll make a decision right away, but we can still celebrate. Your being here is 


reason enough to celebrate." 


The two of them talked for almost two hours but then Bruce had to go to take his truck to White Bears 
office where Brian would sell it for him. "In less than twenty-four hours I'll be able to kiss you," he said before 
hanging up. "And other things!" 


Jan giggled "Text me as soon as your plane lands. | probably have to keep my phone turned off at the audition 
but | still want to know you arrived. And that you'll be waiting at home for me." His voice fell to an intimate 


note. 
"l'Il be waiting. | may even be waiting naked!" Bruce teased in the same tone. 
Jan felt a wave of desire at that thought, "Just be there, that's all | want." 


After Bruce had to get off the phone Jan tried to get back to his practice but his thoughts kept straying to 
Bruce. Their conversations always seemed to end of a flirtatious or downright sexy note and while it aroused 
Jan and made him smile he couldn't help but wonder at the strong sexual undercurrents in this relationship. He 
was still amazed at himself about the phone sex. Janick had never even imagined himself doing something like 
that, yet he had encouraged it. He wondered if relationships were supposed to be so focused on sex. John had 
been his only other serious relationship and they had known one another since Jan was eighteen, the sexual 
part of that relationship had been a gradual, subtle thing. With Bruce it was like an overwhelming force 
sweeping them both up almost beyond their control and in the back of his mind Jan felt a tiny worry that 
their attraction was more sexual than anything else. After all, he knew almost nothing about Bruce as a 


person. Jan put aside his guitar, no longer able to focus on his playing. 


Bruce was somewhat anxious when he boarded his flight that night. Part of it was due to lack of sleep, he 
knew. He'd tried to catch a nap that afternoon but he had been too restless, going over things in his mind to 
be sure he hadn't neglected anything before leaving. He was also nervous about this move. He felt he was 
willing to follow Janick to the ends of the earth but he questioned why he should feel like that. He had never 
felt anything so strongly or so deeply before, it was completely different from the lackadaisical way he'd lived 
his life up to this point and he was still adjusting to it. In the back of his mind he had been toying with a notion 
that he was almost afraid to entertain; that he had fallen in love with the slender blonde guitarist. Could one 
fall in love so quickly? Could a relationship with so many unknown factors be a lasting one? He didn't know, he 
only knew that he wanted to be with Janick and that he hoped they could build something lasting and 
substantial together. 


He took two melatonin and managed to doze restlessly through the eight-hour flight, feeling somewhat better 
when the plane landed. He was no stranger to the London airports, he had flown out of all of them numerous 
times both during his brief stint as a commercial pilot and while roaming the world with Judith and her jet-set 
crowd. It was an overcast afternoon, no surprise there, and he exited the jetway to make his way to the 
baggage claim with his head down and his hands shoved in his pockets, lost in thought. Hanging at the periphery 


of the clusterfuck at the carousel he was startled out of his reverie by a high-pitched squeal and someone 


clasping their arms around him from behind. 


Janick had been to at least a dozen auditions after he left his previous band and he was pleased to note that 
he was looking at this one no differently in spite of the prominence of the band. It was being held in a 
nondescript building in a semi-industrial area that, Andy had told him, was the band's private rehearsal studio. 
There were a number of vehicles in the car park and a few people milling around outside the door, obviously 
other musicians who were grabbing a quick cigarette before their turn, some of whom nodded at Janick as he 
passed them. Inside were even more people, obviously other guitarists vying for the job, and Jan found an 
empty seat. He pulled out his phone but no message had yet come in from Bruce so apparently his plane hadn't 
landed yet. That wasn't surprising; Jan had arrived at the audition over an hour early. Propping his gig bag 
against his chair he sat back to wait. 


Every fifteen or twenty minutes a different young man and, in one instance, a woman came out of the inner 
doorway. Some looked excited and some looked as though they felt their performance hadn't been up to par. 
People continued to trickle in from outside and Jan had taken his phone out and was skimming the news on the 
internet, not paying particular attention, when a cluster of four newcomers entered the room. Jan merely 
glanced up but then he felt a sharp jolt in his heart and looked up again One of the young men who had just 
entered was a skinny kid of twenty or so and with him was a bulky figure with thick dark hair that Jan knew 
all too well. It was John, and he was with the kid he had left Jan for. 


John was a vocalist, not a guitaris,t so obviously he was there to support his boyfriend. Fortunately the two 
of them hadn't spotted Jan, they took two folding chairs against a side wall and were sitting with their heads 
together, smiling and laughing quietly. Janick felt sick. The night John had kicked him aside he had only had a 
quick look at the new kid; he had been too shocked by John's callous dismissal to pay much attention. Now, 
though, he saw that the kid actually resembled how he himself had looked eight years before; very slim with 
long wavy hair, though his was darker than Jan's. John obviously had a preferred type. Jan tried to ignore 
them but they were close enough that in spite of the other conversation in the room he could hear John's 
occasional laugh and the kids responding high-pitched giggle. Then out of the corner of his eye he saw John 
lean in and give the kid a quick peck on the lips. 


Janick felt so many conflicting emotions he didn't try to sort them out, he only knew he couldn't sit there 
another minute. Having absolutely no intention of drawing attention to himself he quietly got up and left the 
room, going out into the chilly air and taking several deep breaths. He couldn't go back in there. He knew it was 
immature and unreasonable of him, but he couldn't do it. He stood there for several minutes, then make a 


snap decision. Fuck the audition. If he hurried, he could be at the airport in time to meet Bruce's plane. 


Chapter Thirteen - End of Part One 
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Chapter Thirteen 


Bruce's first instinct when he was tackled from behind was to turn swinging, but then he caught a whiff of 
something familiar. Shalimar perfume; Judith's trademark scent. He turned to be clasped in the arms of his ex- 
wife. Automatically returning her embrace while his brain strove to keep up, his first words were somewhat 


less than gracious. 
"Jude! What the hell are you doing here?" 
"I just got in from Tahiti! Bruce, | can't believe it's you, | thought you were still in Americal" 


Bruce nearly cringed at her high-pitched gushing and her posh, pretentious accent but they were in the middle 
of a crowd of at least a hundred people so when she hooked her arm through his let her lead him aside. 


She clasped her arms around him again and he found himself thinking that she was as beautiful as ever. Her 
tailored Louie Vuitton dress emphasized her ample cleavage and she wore six-inch stilettos Bruce knew she had 
custom made for her in Italy. She was chattering on as though he was a long-lost friend, not a husband she 
had casually cast aside without a moment's thought. "Oh, Bruce, you remember that resort in Papeete, the one 
where we stayed with Stosh and Stacey that time? It's had a re-do, it's more fab than ever! Oh you should 


have been there!" 

Bruce tried to step away "Yeah? Well thanks to you, | wasn't" 

She made a pouty face "Oh, Bruce, don't be like that! | don't want you to be bitter, sweetie, it was just one of 
those things! Come on, let me take you for a drink," she was already steering him toward one of the airport 


bars, "you can get your bags later!" 


Bruce held back but they were in the middle of a crowded airport and he knew Judith well enough to know she 


would make a dramatic scene if he didn't at least get her away from there, so he let her lead him away. 


nn nnn 


Janick stood frozen in place. He'd sped to the airport and raced inside after finding a parking spot nearly a 
quarter mile away in the huge car lot only to see Bruce walking away with a woman who looked like a 
supermodel who was chattering a mile a minute in his ear. The pair hadn't seen him, he'd been a millisecond of 
calling Bruce's name after spotting him when this woman launched herself at him and he saw Bruce return her 
hug. Bruce was facing the opposite direction and hadn't seen him and Jan stood there immobile as the two 
disappeared in the direction of the bar. What the fuck?!?! Was this woman the reason Bruce hadn't texted him 
that his plane had landed? Or was this woman the real reason Bruce had returned to England? Jan didn't know; 
he barely knew Bruce and didn't know if he was capable of such deception. His heart told him he wasn't, but his 
heart had also told him to believe in John and the past few hours had shown him how misplaced that belief 
had been. Maybe Bruce had been planning to use Jan for a place to sleep while he set things up with this 
woman, Maybe he never intended to stay with Jan at all and it had all been some gigantic ruse to amuse him, 
though he couldn't imagine why anyone would do that. To feed his ego? For an amusing story to tell his 
beautiful girlfriend? His mind went to back to how cheeky and playful Bruce had been when he first met him. 


Maybe that was Bruce's true nature and the caring, loving behavior at the cabin had been an act. 


Someone jostled into Jan, breaking his paralysis. He could no longer see Bruce and the woman, though his vision 
was admittedly blurred by unshed tears. Feeling like a block of ice was settling in the pit of his stomach Jan 
turned like an automation and left the terminal. It was drizzling outside now and he was damp to the skin by 
the time he reached his car but he couldn't care less. He got in his car and slumped behind the wheel, finally 
letting the tears come. He had been used; there was no other conclusion to be drawn. He had been played for a 
gullible fool and then cast aside once Bruce was safely in London. He could only speculate as to why but by this 
time Bruce's plane had been landed for over an hour and there was still no text. He found himself doubting he 
would ever hear from Bruce again. Sure, he could call him, but Jan wasn't that much of a masochist. Finally, 


having no idea how long he'd sat there wallowing in misery, Jan started his car and drove home. 


It was dusk by the time he arrived home and the windows of his flat were dark, killing the one last glimmer of 
hope Jan had that Bruce had somehow found his way there. Snatching the key off the ledge he opened the 
door and almost couldn't bear to look around. He remembered how optimistic and excited he'd been all morning, 
cleaning and straightening the modest flat in anticipation of Bruce's arrival. The final blow was the single red 


rose he had left on the bed for Bruce to find. Jan tossed it across the room then fell face first on the bed 
wishing he'd remembered to buy beer so he could get royally pissed. 


A few minutes later he heard his phone ping with an incoming text. He ignored it at first but knew it could be 
or Andy or even his mom so he dragged himself to sitting position and pulled the phone from his pocket. It was 
a text from Bruce. 


"Jan, I'm here. How did the audition go?" 


Jan was incredulous. Bruce was acting as though everything was fine. Jan angrily dashed off a quick reply 


without thinking 


‘What the fuck do you care? 


Two seconds later the phone rang. Jan knew it would be Bruce. He turned off the ringer and went into the 
bathroom to take a hot shower. It didn't help him feel better but he hadn't expected it to. Changing into clean 


clothes he grabbed his keys and drove to the store several blocks away for some beer. 


Bruce stood under the covered portico of the airport main interest staring at Jan's terse message in disbelief. 
‘What the fuck do you care?! He didn't understand. When he tried to call there was no answer. What could 
have happened? Was Jan upset because the audition hadn't gone well? No, Jan wouldn't take something like that 
out on him. Was he angry that Bruce hadn't been in contact sooner? Bruce had tried to send a text as soon as 
Judith left the bar but the phone was dead. He thought he had been charging it on the plane's USB port but 
he hadn't known the charger wasn't working. He had to search the airport shops for a new charger and his 
phone was an obscure model so it had been difficult to find. Bruce didn't believe Jan would have reacted this 
way because of a late text anyway, he would have given Bruce the benefit of a doubt and accepted his call. So 


what the hell had happened? Bruce made a sudden decision and jumped into one of the waiting taxis. 


Jan had been anticipating this night for days and it certainly wasn't turning out the way he imagined. He was in 
no hurry to return to the empty flat only to stare at the four walls so after picking up a good supply of beer 
he simply drove for a while trying to organize his thoughts. The day had gone to hell from the moment he 
saw John and his boyfriend at the audition He hadn't thought twice about skipping the audition because he had 
been focused on Bruce but now it seemed he had no chance at getting into a major band and no chance at 
happiness with Bruce either. Unable to put it off any longer he reluctantly drove back home, dragging himself 
up the stairs with the beer with his eyes on the floor and his thoughts black. He was digging into his pocket 
for his key when he heard a voice behind him. 


"Janick?" 


Jan froze; he felt like his heart stopped. Taking a deep breath he turned. Bruce stood a few feet behind him; 
Jan had taken the key from the ledge so he hadn't been able to enter the flat and had obviously been waiting 
in the hall for Jan to return. Jan couldn't look away from the open pain and confusion on Bruce's face. He 
opened his mouth but for several moments couldn't form words. When he finally spoke he was aware of how 
broken his voice sounded, 


"| didn't think you would come here." 


Bruce shook his head, completely mystified "Why wouldn't 1? Why did you send me that text? What happened, 
Janick? Why are you angry with me?" 


Jan couldn't look at him, he knew he would break down if he did. He turned back and unlocked the door with 
shaking hands. "I'm not angry with you, l'm angry with myself for believing you wanted to be with me," he 
mumbled. 


"Jan, | don't understand. | do want to be with you! | meant what | said; | want to keep seeing youl” 


"And seeing your girlfriend at the same time." Jan shook his head, still facing away from Bruce. He jumped 
when he felt Bruce's hand on his shoulder. 


"| don't have a girlfriend, | don't know what you're talking about! Jan, please talk to me." Bruce was pleading now. 
They were still standing in the hall and several doors down the hall someone came out of their apartment, 


going to the elevator at the other end of the building. Jan sighed. 
"Come on inside, Bruce." 


Bruce followed him inside but stood uncertainly by the closed door. Jan switched on the lights and set the beer 
on the floor, then turned to Bruce but didn't speak. He didn't know what to say. 


"Jan," Bruce's voice fell and Jan thought he could see a hint of moisture in his eyes, "please, tell me what 


happened! Why do you think | wasn't honest with you; why do you think | have a girlfriend?" 


"Because | saw you with her," Jan said, bitterness evident in his voice. He felt that this had been one of the 
worst days of his life, starting with promise and ending in ashes. "A blonde girl in a green dress." 


"A blonde....?" Then his eyes lit with comprehension, "Oh! At the airport. You were at the airport?" 
Jan didn't answer, he just looked away. 


"Jan," Bruce took a step toward him then stopped. "That was Judith! My..my ex-wife. | didn't know she was 


going to be there; she was coming back from someplace and just happened to run into mel" 


"Bruce, | walked out of the audition, | saw.. something there that upset me." Jan told him. "You didn't let me 
know you got here so | was going to." Jan paused to keep his voice from breaking, "I was going to surprise you 
by meeting your plane. Then | saw you walk through the airport with your arm around some girl. | don't know 


you Bruce; | don't know anything about you. What was | supposed to think?" 


Bruce did walk up to Jan then and put both hands on his shoulders, feeling Jan flinch almost imperceptibly. "I 
didn't expect to see Judith and | didn't want to see her! As soon as she shut up long enough for me to get a 
word in edgewise | told her | had to go and she stormed off like the spoiled bitch she is. | tried to text you but 
my phone was dead and my charger was fucked up. I'll leave if you want me to and | won't bother you again, 


but first | want you to know | do care for you. Jan.l'm in love with you!" 
Jan was stunned "You're... what?" 


"| realized it when | was getting ready to move here. | tried to focus on returning home and trying to get a job 


but you were all | could think about! All right, | know you probably didn't want to hear that, but it's true and 


you deserve to know." Bruce took a breath, feeling himself edge closer to completely breaking down. "l..I'Il leave 
you alone now," he mumbled and turned toward the door. He was turning the knob when Jan spoke from close 


behind him, his words completely unexpected. 
"| love you too." 


Bruce turned slowly, doubt in his expression. "If you meant that you wouldn't have been so quick to doubt me." 


He felt he had to say that. 


"| do mean it," Jan insisted, his voice low and earnest. "I know it's not supposed to happen so fast but | fell for 
you before the first time we slept together and it's only gotten stronger since. Why do you think it hit me so 
hard to see you being so cozy with that woman?" 


Bruce stared at him for several seconds then without a word stepped in and kissed him. He wasn't sure Jan 

wouldn't simply push him away and he knew he wouldn't be able to stand it if he did but he couldn't seem to 
help himself. The kiss started soft but then Janick slid his arms around Bruce and it deepened and intensified, 
their tongues clashing and entwining, the kiss becoming hot and eager. 


Bruce pulled back, nipping Jan's lip as he did "Don't doubt me, Janick. Please! | want to be with you more than 
I've ever wanted anything." 


Jan searched the other man's face and saw nothing but sincerity there. A wave of guilt washed over him, he 


felt terrible for having leapt to conclusions. "It's just that | barely know you," he tried to explain 


| want you to know me; | want to know everything about you! | want to be with you as long as you will have 


me." Bruce's voice was low and earnest, his eyes never leaving Jan's. 


Jan looked at him for another long moment, then felt himself smile "Then stay with me! Right here, in my flat. 
[| don't want to be apart from youl” 


Bruce felt a twinge of worry. He didn't want Jan to think he couldn't stand on his own two feet. He wanted to 
prove to himself as much as to Jan that he could be a responsible adult after so many years of simply 
drifting along on life. "I'll stay," he finally said. "I don't want to be away from you either but | won't let you 


support mel | want to pay my own way." 


Jan nodded, "I understand that, and if that's what you want it's what | want too." He was already standing close 
but he stepped closer to Bruce and kissed him. 


After more kisses Bruce broke away to retrieve his bags from the hallway. Jan showed him where to put 
them in the bedroom and saw the discarded rose lying in the corner, still intact. He picked it up and held it out 


to Bruce. 


Bruce looked at it then looked at Jan, a look of almost wonder in his eyes. "No one has ever given me a flower.” 


Jan laughed softly "I know it's cheesy. | don't know what | was thinking; maybe | was trying to tell you how | 
feel without actually saying the words." 


‘Its not cheesy." Bruce was filled with such emotion he had difficulty speaking. "I love it.” 


He kissed Jan again and now that they were in the bedroom there was no holding back. They fell to the bed in 


a tangle of limbs, their kisses growing torrid. 
"Why is it," Jan gasped between kisses, "I turn into such a slut with you?" 


"Don't you like it?" Bruce spoke in an urgent whisper low in his ear, tracing the shell with the tip of his tongue. 
"Because | do! You're incredible, Jan!" 


"I do like it, Bruce, | love it!" Jan was already uncontrollably moving his hips against Bruce "Get naked for me, | 


have to touch youl" His hands were creeping under the back of Bruce's shirt. 


Bruce obliged, stripping his clothes off as fast as he could as Jan wriggled out of his tight skinny jeans and the 
tee he was wearing. He lay back on the bed and Bruce had to pause, taking in just how hot and how beautiful 
Jan was lying there, naked and needy and waiting for him. 


Unable to hold back for another second Bruce seized him, peppering his face and neck with slow open kisses, 
murmuring under his breath, "I thought love was bullshit, that it's just something people say to get what they 
want. But it is real, Jan. This is so realll" More kisses followed as Bruce licked and nipped his way down Jan's 
shoulder, brushing aside the silky honey colored hair as he did. It felt different somehow now that they had 
been open about their feelings and instead of ravishing Jan Bruce wanted to genuinely make love to him; he 


wanted to express everything he was feeling that he couldn't put into words. 


Janick caught that mood as well, his hands slowed and trailed down Bruce's back and up across his shoulders 
as he buried his face in Bruce’ s long brown hair. The hair was soft and faintly scented with peach or apricot 
shampoo and he couldn't seem to stop running his fingers through it as Bruce kissed and nipped at his neck. 
Their erections were pressed between them, hard and hot and occasionally coming into contact because Jan 
couldn't hold still. He writhed and moved, his hips raising and seeking contact with Bruce and bringing forth 
groans and gasps. As much as they tried to draw it out and make it last they were both too wrought up, so 
wild with arousal, that it was only a few minutes before Bruce had worked his way down to take Jan into his 
mouth. There was no teasing, he went straight for the goal and as soon as his mouth closed around Jan the 


blonde took in a shaky breath and Bruce felt him tremble beneath his hands. 
"Bruce, l'm not going to last..." He moaned, and Bruce looked up at him, though he didn't pause his actions. He 
increased his efforts, his hand closing around Jan's balls and rolling them in his palm as he worked feverishly 


on him. 


"Bruce... BRUCE!" Jan cried out only a few minutes later, and Bruce felt him tense like a coiled spring, then his 


mouth was flooded with warm thick liquid that he drank down eagerly. 


Jan was still rocking slightly and Bruce didn't let go until the spasms had completely subsided. Jan fell back on 
the bed totally spent and Bruce crawled up to kiss him. After a moment Jan came to life and grasped the back 
of Bruce's head, deepening the kiss as he moved against Bruce's raging erection. Bruce's breathing was short 
and shallow and when Jan wrapped his long, lean legs around his hips he sank into him with a long, low sound of 
pleasure. He opened his eyes and was met with Jan's gray eyes looking up at him and the expression there 
sent him over the edge within a very short time. He felt a connection that was almost spiritual at that 
moment and he knew that even though they barely knew anything about each other, even though he knew he 
was facing the uncertainties of rebuilding his life in Britain, there was no doubt about it. He was where he 


belonged. 


